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WRITTEN BY BRUCE WAGNER ART BY JULIAN ALLEN 



MY NAME IS HARRY WYCKOFF. 

I 'M A PARTNER AT BAUM,KLEIN, 
MITRE, CAVIN AND RUTTSCHANK . 

WERE MAKINC A HARD PUSH 
INTO TELEVISION THIS YEAR.WEVE 


BEEN WEAK IN THAT A R EA 



COTY IS ALREADY FIVE. 
IT'S PRACTICALLY A MIRACLE 
TO CET TO FIVE WITHOUT BE/NC 
MOLESTED. 



I TAKE DARVON- N FOR MY 
HEADACHES SOMETIMES I TAKE 
THEM WHEN I'M DEPRESSED 
OR BORED . I TAKE FOUR 
AT A TIME 



WHEN WE WENT TO MEXICO I 
COT SOMETHINC CALLED NEO- 
PERCODAN OVER THE COUNTER. 
I STILL HAVE SOME SOMEWHERE. 


DEIRDRE SMILES AND STARES 
AND NEVER CRIES. WE CALL 
HER LITTLE BUDDHA 



I HAD A NICHTMARE RECENTLY 
WHERE I WAS VELLINC AT 
SOMEONE.) DON’T KNOW 
WHY THAT WAS SO 
FRICHTENINC, 



MY WIFE, BETH, IS A DESIGNER. 
SHE LIKES THE NEW SPANISH 
GUYS, I FORGET WHAT THEY CALL 
THEMSELVES. SHE’S BEEN IN L A. 
STYLE THREE TIMES. 



TOMMY SELLS THOUSAND-DOLLAR 
VINTACE EYEGLASSES ON MELROSE 
WE WENT TO BEVERLY HIGH 


TOGETHER HE HAS MORE MONEY 
THAN ME 



BETH AND I /WADE LOVE THAT 
MORNING . IT WAS THE FIRST 
TIME SINCE A CYST ON HER 
OVARY RUPTURED 





















































SOMETIMES I WANT TO SLEEP 
WITH THE WORLD. BUT I 'D 
NEVER RISK IT. NOT SO MUCH 
THE FEAR OF AIDS AS WHAT 
IT WOULD DO TO BETH 



UNTIL YESTERDAY I’D GONE 
35 YEARS WITHOUT SEEIN C 
SOMEONE BEAT UP. IT ACTUALLY 
LOOKED LIKE ONE OF THOSE 
STUPID ROBERTLONGO PAINTINCS 




A YEAR AGO I TOOK MUSHROOM- 

rADTUr TIDCTTIMF IT WAS 


V 



SOMETIMES MY URINE SMELLS 
RANK. HEAVILY ORGANIC, LIKE 
A DOGS 


* 

bitch 


THEN I SAW THE BLOOD, 
AND IT MADE MY STOMACH 
HURT. IT WAS TOMMY... 


HISTORY'S 50 WEIRD.THE COLLAPSE 
OF COMMUNISM S A FUNNY 
THING. YOU DON T HAVE TO BE 
A GENIUS TO GUESS WHICH WAY 
THE PENDULUM'S SWINGING NEXT. 


MY HIGH-SCHOOL GIRLFRIEND 
PAIGE KATZ CALLED ME OUT OF 
THE BLUE. 
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OUT OF THE BLUE,! GOT SICK. 
MY BRAIN SAID "WOIWODE" 
OVER AND OVER LIKE A MANTRA. 
AND IT STOPPED THE NAUSEA. 


AS MY MOTHER USED TO SAy, 
GO FIGURE. 




I WENT 
AND SAW 
MY OLD 
SHRINK. 
HE SAID 
I WAS 
ADDICTED 
TO 

TURMOIL. 


SOMETIMES 
HE'S COLD, 
TO MAKE 
A POINT 
STILL, 

HE 

; SCARES 


r YOU TURN 
EVERYTHING 
v INTO SHIT 


WINNIE MANDELA 

IS A MURDEROUS, _* 

SHIT! A I A 

COME-DRUNK f-A S 
RACIST! 


ON THE 
WAY TO 
THE CAR 
I SAW 
TOMMY 
HE DIDN'T 
KNOW ME. 




























































I SUDDENLY REMEMBERED PAIGE 
TALKING ABOUT JANE BOWLES. 
SHE SAID EVERYBODY SHOULD 
LOVE HER , NOT JUST TAGS. 



PAIGE SAID DAVID HOCKNEY 
TOOK HER TO CARBON CANYON. 
HE SYNCHRONIZED THE DRIVE TO GO 
WITH A WAGNER OPERA 



SUPPOSEDLY, HE FAXES HER 
HIS NEW WORK. 



I DON'T KNOW WHY I STOPPED 
AT THIS PARTICULAR HOUSE. 



IT WAS 
LIKE 

A TRAFFIC 
ACCIDENT 
YOU CAN 'T 
TURN AWAY 
FROM. 

I FOCUSED 
ON THE 
MAN SO I 
WOULDN'T 
SCREAM 


IT WAS My WIFE. 


AND HER MOTHER 


THE FAMOUS ARTIST JUST 
WATCHED, AND DRANK HIS DRINK, 
IT WAS TULL IE WOIWODE, 


HARRY , WHERE HAVE YOU 1 
BEEN? MR. RUTTSCHANK'S 
REALLY FLIPPED, . 


I LOVE 

YOUR HUMOR. 
ITS SO 

v DARK. . 


K HEY, DICK 
TRACY I JUST 
. WANNA DIE 


fro BE CONTINUED~I 






















































THERE WERE SOME PEOPLE THERE 
I KNEW - AN AGENT. A CABLE 
EXECUTIVE, AN ACTOR FROM 
SOME FOX SHOW. 



WHO MADE MORE THE 
PAST IS MONTHS-WILLIS 
OR NICHOLSON? VOICE-OVERS. 
MERCHANDISING. EVERYTHING. 



































































&?% ( Georgeharrison. 

"i mm 

J&S BEATTY DIDNT SCREW 

HER. BEATTY DOESNT J 

PAIGE AND 1 SUPPED AWAY. IT 

WAS LIKE THAT SEX SCENE IN 

THE HOWLING. 

WHEN 1 GOT ** ^ 

£& mm Jk ' ! 

at, 

(GAVE HER WHAT THEY USED TO CALL 1 

1 FANTASIZED 1 WAS TRAVEUNG THROUGH A PRIMEVAL WORLD. 

WITHIN AN INDESTRUCTIBLE. WOMBLIKE BUBBLE 

K 

SHE FORGOTTHE SHE CLOSED HER UMWli&ihlO 

WORDS TO’WHO WILL EYESANDWAS f| iffVL 

'""hMirciirf it ^ 


l } \ I I^^ANGEreA^^FUCKINGSONG.OHGOD... 

y | WHATS HAPPENING TO ME? 


I TO BE CONTINUED...! 




































WE DONT REALLY CELEBRATE HANNUKAH. 
EVEN THOUGH MY SON'S IN AN AFTER¬ 
SCHOOL HEBREW ACADEMY. 



I REMEMBERED LEARNING THAT WHEN I 
WAS AROUND COTYS AGE. I THOUGHT IT 
WAS SOME RIND OF JOKE. 



SHE STOOD AT THE TOP OF THE STAIRS 
AND PUT HER HEAD IN A NOOSE. JUST 
LIRE IN THE SILENCE OF THE LAMBS. 
THE CEILING DIDNT HOLD IT. 





YES, SILLY. 
JHE ARTIST. 


I DIDNT KNOW THEY 
KNEW EACH OTHER. 


SHE MET HIM 
AT THE STORE. 





















































OF COURSE CM CERTAiNI DOES IT 
LOOK LIKE I'M PLAYING GAMES? YOU 
KNOW MY POWER1 BELIEVE ME. I WILL 
VISIT HORROR ON THE SHIT-FILLED HEADS 




Wtf MY ACCOUNTANT. ^ 

m YOU KNOW, THE 
Tj SHRINKS HAVE ME 
“ ON THE SAME STUFF 
BILL STYRON WAS 
TAKING, AND ITS GIVEN 
,ME A HELLUVA TEMPER, 


WHO WERE YOU 
TALKING TO? 


IW SO SORRY 
BETH CANCELED 
YOUR TRIP— 

I KEPT TELLING 
HER NOT TO. 

I'M REALLY FINE, 
YOU KNOW. ^ 



I SAW IT. BETH. WITH MY OWN TWO ^ 

EYES. IT WAS SOME KIND OF DESIGN. 
RIGHT ON HER STOMACH. 

I BELIEVE YOU. HARRY. I JUST DONT 
THINK ITS ALL SO OMINOUS. IT WAS 





/ TO gf CONTINUED ... / 


AT BREAKFAST. I WAS HUNG OVER 
FROM THE XANAX 


S BY THE WAY. MOTHER 

MADE SOME PLANS FOR 
US ON CHRISTMAS EVE. 
SOME KIND OF BENEFIT. 
FOR A GROUP CALLED 
WILD PALMS. EVER 
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IVE NEVER SEEN YOU GET SO EXCITED 
ABOUT GOING TO A BENEFIT FOR A 
CAUSE YOU KNOW NOTHING ABOUT. 


ITWASA 
CHRISTMAS EVE 
AND THE NANNY 
STAYED HOME WITH 
THE CHILDREN. 


THEN GO AHEAD. HARRY- 
ENLIGHTEN ME. TELL ME 
ALL ABOUT WILD PALMS. 


THE SKY WAS CLEAR, CHILLY, AND STAR-CHOKED. THAT KIND 


OF NIGHT ALWAYS MAKES ME FEEL LIKE A MYSTIC. 



I ALREADY TOLD YOU—I DON'T 
KNOW ANYTHING. 


THEN MAKE 
SOMETHING 


ON THE WAY TO THE GALA. I ASKED 
BETH ABOUT HER MOTHER. 



HAVENT SEEN HER SINCE SHE LEFT 
THE HOSPITAL JB £- 


SHE’S BEEN STAYING 
WITH FRIENDS. 
SHE’S NOT REALLY a 

L MY MOTHER, B 
YOU KNOW. 



I MET HER IN BRAZIL, WHEN I WAS IN A 
STUDENT-EXCHANGE PROGRAM. SHE 
WAS MY TEACHER—AND MY FIRST 


YOU'RE KIDDING, 
ARENTYOU? < 






































THE CULT FAVORITE GLORIA CRAYTON-HALL ARRIVED WITH TUILIE WOIWODE IN TOW. SHE'D 
PARLAYED A CAMEO IN POSTCARDS FROM THE EDGE INTO PLENTY: SUDDENLY. SHE WAS 
THE AIDS-BENEFIT QUEEN-OF-THE-MONTH. AND THE DARLING OF THE BLACK. PACK. 



EVEN TABBA SCHWARTZKOF 
WAS THERE SHE WON A GOLDEN 
GLOBE A FEW YEARS BACK, AND 
WAS AN INFORMER FOR THE ENQU/RER. 
TABBA SCHWARTZKOF ARRIVES TO MORE 
FLASHES. WEARS A FUR COAT. 





HELLO, PAIGE 
PONT THINK YOU 
KNOW MY WIFE. 


P^WEWERE ON A KILL TOGETHER, IN ^ 
GUAYAQUIL DO YOU REMEMBER THE 
PEASANT? HOW WE CUT HIS HEAD OFF BUT 
ITWASNTTHE MAN WE WERE LOOKING J 
S — FOR? js - j 


YOU LOOK 
AWFULLY 
FAMILIAR. 


^ YES... 

I THINK I KNOW 
WHEREFROM. 














































CONTINUED FROM PREVIOUS PAGE 



AFTER THE SPEECH. I WENT INTO THE MEN'S ROOM. SOMETHING WAS GOING ON IN 
THERE. _ 


HELLO. 

HARRY. 


I'M GONNA HAVE TO GAG YOU NOwT^ 
TULLIE. CAUSE YOU'RE SURE AS HELL 
GOINGTO SCREAM WHEN I TARE YOUR 
~ eyes - ^ 


P OH.GOD, PLEASETn 
JOSIEI THEY CAME 
TO THE GALLERY! 
BUT I DIDNT TALK. TO 
V THEM— n / M 


I WANTED TO GET OUT OF THERE, BUT A SCARY- 
LOOKING GUY HAD BLOCKED THE DOOR 



I KNOW YOUVE BEEN IN THE DARK. 
HARRY. AND I KNOW THAT CANT HAVE 
BEEN FUN. BUT FOR NOW YOU'D BETTER 
. GO AND FIND BETH. O.K.? OH—ONE £ 
L MORE THING... sM 


MYEYESITHE 
BITCH TOOK MY 
^ EYESI 


WHATSTHE 
MATTER? YOU 
LOOKAWFUL— 


HELP ME! PLEASE. 


MERRY 

CHRISTMAS. 


^YEAH, WELL, YOU 
KNOW WHAT THEY i 
.SAY. LOVE IS BLIND. 


MAYBE NOW HIS 
PAINTINGSWILL 
IMPROVE, 


YOU'RE 

terr/ble; 


r I GUESS TULLIE'Sl 
NO LONGER THE 
DESIGNATED DRIVER 
bv HUH.TABBA A 


GOD. HARRY.^* 

I THOUGHT YOU KNEW TULLIE 
» WAS GAY—HE HAD HIS 
BLeecs ON YOU ALL NIGHT. 















































ITS TIME MOW, HARRY. 


PONT LET 
THEM HURT 
HIM, MOTHER! 


| YOU WERENT ■ 
SUPPOSED TO SEE 
WHAT HAPPENED 
_TO VVOlWODE. 


POOR BABY. 


DARLING. 


ITS BEAUTIFUL. WOIWODE 
W BETRAYED US. 


PINCH MYSELF TO WARE UP. NO USE. 


IT WAS AN EXTRAORDINARY NIGHT. THE WIND HAD BEEN BLOWING; IT 
HAD CEASED, AND THE STARS HAD SPROUTED LIKE WEEDS. THEY 
WERE IN TUFTS WITH ROOTS OF GOLD. FULL-BLOWN, SUNK INTO THE 
s. DARKNESS, AND RAISING SHINING MASSES OF LIGHT... 


THE NEXT FEW DAYS WERE A FOG. 

I SPENT TIME WITH THE KIDS. 

THEY SEEMED TO ENJOY THEIR PRESENTS. 


BETH WANTED TO COME, RIGHT AT THE 
NEW YEAR IN THE MEANWHILE. SHE TOLD 
ME THE WILD PALMS PEOPLE WERE 
STARTING AN AGENCY. 


r OH, YES, BABY, ITS GOING TO BE A 
HAPPY FUCKING NEW YEAR SO 
FUCKING HAPPY, HARRY! BRING ME 
THERE, BABY! YES! BRING ME RIGHT 
INTO THE WIU jgg&r 
HORRIBLE HEART OF 

w year; oh, yes; 


—I'LL TELL YOU ONE > 
THING, BABY-ITAINT 
NO SINGING -p-prt fT 
. DETECTIVE, f/ Mm l\ 


P’MOMMY,^ 
DO YOU LIKE 

COP ROCK? 


THEY WANT TO PACKAGE NEW KINDS OF 
MOVIES. THEY’LL NEED A SMART 
V ATTORNEY. ^6 


WHAT KIND 
OF MOVIES? 


__ 


BETH READ FROM A BOOK CALLED THE JOY OF MAN'S DESIRING. THE 
DRUG WAS HAVING ITS EFFECT. MY UPS FELT PREHENSILE AND MY 
SENSE OF SMELL BECAME ACUTE. 


NOW I WILL TELL YOU ABOUT WILD PALM5 .AND IT WILL BE LIKE 
HYMNEN AN DIE NACHT. DO YOU THINK THIS LIFE IS ABOUT 
YOUR1AW PRACTICE, YOUR CHEAP LITTLE RAUSCHENBERGS, 

_ YOUR LUNCHES AT THE IVY, YOUR WHORING? DO YOU THINK 
E LESS BUND THAN TULLIE WOIWODE? 


I BOLTED AND RAN DOWN LA CIENEGA. I 
COULD HEAR THEIR VOICES AS THE MOB 
CHASED AFTER ME. I FELT LIKE 
FRANKENSTEIN CHASED BY VILLAGERS. 


/ TO BE CONTINUED,.~ 


7 
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I WATCHED A STONED GIRL 
DANCING ON THE STREET. 


I'M TELLING YOU! 

AFTER THAT , 
} SHERBET, MY * 
TALATEWASSO 
CLEAN YOU 
k COULD EAT OFfjd 


SINCE THE CHRISTMAS EVE 
BENEFIT, NOTHING MADE 
SENSE ANYMORE. 


I LEFT BAUM, KLEIN, MITRE, GAVIN AND 
RUTTSCHANK, TAKING MY SECRETARY 
AND A FEW CLIENTS WITH ME. 



ID GO THERE TO WRITE IN MY 
DIARY-SOMETHING I HADNT DONE IN 
YEARS. I WAS DESPERATELY TRYING TO 
MAKE SENSE OUT OF RECENT EVENTS. 


I HAD A THOUSAND QUESTIONS TO ASK 
OF BETH AND JOSIE, BUT STRANGE AS IT 
SEEMED, I WAS CONTENT TO SIMPLY LET 
THE NEW REALITIES UNFOLD. I WAS 
POSSESSED OF A DISQUIETING 
PASSIVITY. 



^/ihc/ir U /into to W 
fiat, ffu'tojM/eK'kft 

■to trunk ft 




THE GUY LIVING THERE BEFORE US WAS 
A HAIR-CARE ENTREPRENEUR THE 
REALTOR SAID CICELY TYSON OWNED IT 
BACK IN THE SEVENTIES, THEN A GUY 
FROM THREE DOG NIGHT. DEMI MOORE 
SUPPOSEDLY LIVED THERE, JUST BEFORE 
SHE GOT MARRIED. 

























































HE ABRUPTLY SEIZED MY HAND AND 
STARED AT IT; I KNEW HE WAS LOOKING 
FOR THE TATTOO. WHEN HE DIDNT FIND IT. 
TOMMY SEEMED RELIEVED. 







/ TO BE CONTINUED., ■ ~J 
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THINGS WERE SLOWLY BECOMING 
CLEARER. WILD PALMS WAS A STRANGE, I 
SINISTER ORGANIZATION OPERATING 
OUT OF A POWERFUL NEW TALENT 
AGENCY ON CAMDEN DRIVE. MY WIFE 
AND MOTHER-IN-LAWWERE APPARENTLY [ 
KEY PLAYERS IN A HIERARCHY 
DOMINATED BY THOSE REFERRED TO AS I 
THE FATHERS. THEY WERE OPPOSED BY A| 
SMALL WELL-ORGANIZED RESISTANCE 
CALLED THE FRIENDSHIP COMMITTEE. 





LISTEN TO ME, 
DAMMIT1 


LET ME GOS 



NONE OF US ASKED FOR THISI WE 
WANTED A LIFE! DO YOU THINK I ENJOY 
PLAY1NGTHE BLIND REVOLUTIONARY? 
LOOK, YOUVE GOT A CHOICE: YOU CAN 
EITHER BE WITH US OR YOU CAN PRETEND 
NONE OF THIS IS HAPPENING. YOU'LL PAY 
A HEAVY PRICE FOR THE LAST ONE. THEY 
WONT PUT UP WITH IT. YOU'LL WAKE UP 
HOMELESS AND PANT-SHITTED, HALF- 



'dETH is lethali antn 

THAT MONSTROUS LITTLB 
BOY IS NOT YOUR SON./ 


? WHAT DO YOU MEAN. UE WITH US? WHA?' 

ABOUT MY FAMILY? HAVE YOU DONE 
ANYTHING TO BETH? AND WHAT ABOUT 
MY SON? 



V he WAS CONCEIVED AT A PALMS 


BASE IN THE LESSER ANTILLES AND 
DELIVERED IN A SUITE AT THE 
MONDRIAN. HE CAME FROM MY WOMB| 
IT WAS ALL ARRANGED / 

•>^___BYTHE FATHERS^-^ d 


YOU'LL MEET YOUR REALMS 
SON SOON ENOUGH. HE'S At 

FRIEND. / 


THEY TALKED AT ME FOR HOURS. THEY SAID THERE WERE THREE THINGS TO AVOID, AT 
ALL COSTS, THREE THINGS THAT 'BELONGED' TO WILD PALMS: THE WIND (REPRESENTING 
CHANGE 1 ), FRUIT (REPRESENTING PUTREFACTION'). AND BODIES OF WATER 
(THEY DRAIN YOUR ENERGY^. 
















































WHEN THEY GAVE YOU THE DRUG THAT 
NIGHT, YOU SAW' A RHINOCEROS, RIGHT?. 


[BUT HOW-1 


MHAT WAS AN OMEN. YOtTREA^ 
FRIEND—AND WE PONT THINK THEY 
KNOW THAT YET, THAT’S WHAT 
V MAKES YOU SO VALUABLE, A 


WE RODE SOME SORT OF RICKETY 
TRAM THROUGH THE DARKNESS. 

I FELT US GOING DOWN, DEER UNDER Co 
THE HILLS OF BEL AIR. I FOUGHT SACK 
THE CLAUSTROPHOBIA. 



I SURFACED IN THE EMPTY POOL OF A HOUSE JUST 
OFF SUNSET. THEY SAID THEYD BE CONTACTING 
ME SOON. THEY WERE CERTAIN IWOULDNT TELL 
ANYONE OF OUR ENCOUNTER, BECAUSE I WAS A 
FRIEND—MY CODE NAME WAS PRETENDER.' 


HEY, MISTER, WANNA BUY A MAP? COME ON, WE 
GOT.JULIA AND KIFFPR VJP T-SIT lAUPfi 



BY THE TIME I GOT TO THE 
AGENCY I WAS SWEATING, 
SHAKING LIKE A LEAF, ALL I COULD 


THINK OF WAS GETTING MY 
HANDS ON THE BOTTLE OF 
PERCOCET IN MY DESK DRAWER 




DID MY WIFE REALLY BETRAY 
ME LIKE THAT? 



SUDDENLY, I JUST DIDNT CARE—ABOUT 
ANYTHING. I WANTED TO BE FAR FAR 
AWAY FROM THE WORLD. I WISHED I WAS 
KEVIN COSTNER BACK IN THE 1SOOS. I 
WISHED I WAS KEVIN COSTNER STRONG 
AND HANDSOME AND HIGH ON PERCOCET, 
FULL OF INTEGRITY AND MAKING 
MILLIONS, SURROUNDED BY BUFFALOES 
AND THE SIOUX WOMAN HE LOVES, 



TO BE CONTINUED... 






















































SUDDENLY, THE BOY COLLAPSED. 


I SAW FARRAH FAWCETT AND RYAN 
ONEAL ON ARSENIO - THEY’RE JUST 
THE PIGS OF THE WORLD. 


HE BEGAN TO HAVE A SEIZURE. 

I STUCK A PEN INSIDE HIS MOUTH 


SO HE WOULPNT BITE HIS TONGUE. 









































COMICS 



REACH DOWN DEER AND GRAB HIS 
INNER CHILD, ROTTER DO IT FOR THE 
FATHERS. 


I'M PRE-HYSTERIC/PALEO- 
MENSTRUAL. NOW BE BRILLIANT: 
BUGGER THE INNER CHILD. THEN 
TARE A YES-MAN'S HOLIDAY, HARRY. 


FIGHT IT, HARRY1 ' 
ITISNT REAUITSALLA 
VISION PLANTED BY THE 
FATHERS TO KEEP YOU 
m IN LINEI d 


TO BE CONTINUED... 
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DAD—MEET LIFTON. 
GRAMMIE JOSIE GOT 
HIM FOR US. DONT YOU 
. LOVE HIM? 


r HE'S A SWEET LITTLE 
FUNKY-BREATH, ARENT 
YOU? ARENT YOU, FUNKY 
k BREATH? 


THE DOCTORS PUT ME ON DILANTIN. THEY SAID I HAD A 
GRAND MAL SEIZURE, 'ETIOLOGY UNKNOWN 


THINKING COTY MIGHT NOT BE MINE GAVE ME A TWINGE. I LOVED HIM 
ANYWAY. BESIDES, THE NOTION SUDDENLY SEEMED ABSURD. 
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I DIDNT MIND—STRANGELY FOR ME. 
SINCE MY SEIZURE. THE SEXUAL ACT HAD 
BECOME NOTH WO BUT A COMPILATION OF 


GROTESQUERJES. 


MY SECRETARY NOTICED A DIFFERENCE, 
BUT DIDNT HAVE THE RESOURCES TO 
SEE BELOW SURFACES. 



I FaT WAVES OF FREEDOM. I FELT LIKE A 
VMSE OLD ZADDflC DOING A SORCERER'S 
DANCE. I WAS UNSTOPPABLE AND 
ENTHRALLED, WILDLY ALIVE. 




STILL. THE LITTLE BOY WTH THE MAP’S TO 
THE STARS HAUNTED ME. 



TO BE CONTINUED... 























































BETH AND I BECAME FRIEKOLYWTTH BURT 
REYNOLDS AND HIS LOVELY WIFE. A 
STRONG AND SAVVY WOMAN. AND WHAT A 
FUNNY. CHARMING MAN—LOYAL TO THE 
HILT. HIS BULLSHIT DETECTOR’S IN GREAT 
SHAPE 






AROUND THIS TIME, PAIGE KATZ DROPPED 
INTO MY LIFE AGAIN. IHADNT SEEN HER 
SINCE THE CHRISTMAS BENEFIT AT 


SHE DIDNT LOOK VERY WELL HER BREATH 
SMELLED METALLIC I ASKED WHERE SHED 
BEEN ALL THESE MONTHS. 
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ONE NIGHT I WAS AT LOCANDA VENETA WITH CARRIE FISHER 
AND HER ATTORNEY. TWO MEN CAME UP TO THE TABLE. I 
THOUGHT THEY WERE FANS. 


I HUNG WITH BURT. 


MR HARRY WYCROFF? I'M LT. ROSEN\4 
OF THE LOS ANGELES POLICE ) \1 
v DEPARTMENT. YOlfRE UNDER }' 


THE AGENCY SIGNED RODNEY 
RING. HE'S A GENTLE GUY. HE 
HAS SOME PRETTY AMAZING 
STORIES. SATURDAY NIGHT 
LIVE WANTED HIM TO HOST— 
THEY WERE GOING TO DO 
SOME RIND OF BIG 'BEATING' 
SRETCH. 


WE HAD TO SAY 
NO. IT WAS A 
FUNNY IDEA 
BUT rr WOULD 
HAVE 

COMPROMISED 
OUR CLIENT. 


’well, WEL1> 
SOYA GOT 
. ME. > 


^YOUREBEING^ 
GIARGEDWITH THE 
MURDER OF MARY 
.BETHUNE WYCROFF— 


DONTMAREIT 
TOUGH. SIR 


THATSMY 
DAMN WIFE! 


CAN YOU MEN 
IDENTIFY 
YOURSELVES? 


SHE HATED 'BETHUNE'—NO ONE RNEW ABOUT IT. THATS WHEN IRNEW SOMETHING 
WAS SERIOUSLY WRONG. 
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HARRY LEARNS THAT HIS MOTHER-IN- 
LAW, JOSIE, IS A KEY PLAYER—A 
WOMAN CAPABLE OF HORRENDOUS 
VIOLENCE. AT A CHRISTMAS BENEFIT, 
HE WITNESSES HER GOUGE OUT 
THE EYES OF THE FAMOUS ARTIST 
TULLIE WOIWODE, DEEMED A TRAITOR 
TO THE CAUSE. 




HARRY IS INJECTED WITH 
SOMETHING THAT CAUSES 
HALLUCINATORY VISIONS 
FOR MONTHS. 

STILL THE FATHERS SEEM TO HAVE 
PLANS FOR HIM. HE LEAVES HIS 
FIRM TO TAKE AN IMPORTANT 
POSITION IN THE WILD PALMS' 
POWERFUL NEW TALENT AGENCY ON 
CAMDEN DRIVE, IN BEVERLY HILLS. 



THE GROUPCALLS ITSELF THE WILD 
PALMS; ITS ELDERS ARE SOMETIMES 
REFERRED TO AS THE FATHERS. 


HE ALSO LEARNS THERE IS A 
RESISTANCE, CALLED THE FRIENDS— 
HEADED BY THE BUND MR. WOIWODE. 



THEY TRY TO RECRUIT HARRY, BRIEFLY 
HOLDING HIM HOSTAGE IN SOME SORT 
OF COMMAND CENTER BENEATH THE 
EMPTY POOL OF A BEL AIR HOME. 



THINGS ARE 
GOING 
SMOOTHLY 
WHEN ONE DAY, 
AT LUNCH 
WITH 

CARRIE FISHER 
AND HER 
ATTORNEY, 
HE'S ARRESTED 
ANDTAKEN 
TO JAIL— 
FOR THE 
MURDER 
OF HIS WIFE, 
BETH... 





























































HELLO, 'DERE/ 
“PRETENDER" 


-^fULLIE! WHAT^ 
THE HELL'S THIS 
is. ALLABOLTT?^ 


iW: 
& P .the 

K^ s? 


WHAT ABOUT 
.MY SON? . 


coir? HE INSISTED ON 
H WATCHING THE EXECUTION— 

W AS AN "ACTING EXERCISE." 

NASTY LITTLE FUCK. BUT THEYRE 
HOLDING THE MAPS-TO-THE-STARS 
KID: JOSIE'S REALLY ON A ROLL 
BETTER TELL THEM WHAT YOU KNOW 
ABOUT THE RESISTANCE, HARRY, TO 
L STOP THE CARNAGE j 


ALL I KNOW IS WHAT YOU TOLD ME 
UNDER THE POOL, DAMMITI 


WOIWODE WASNT MAKING MUCH SENSE. 


WHO KILLED MY WIFE? 


f THE DREAM IS OVER MAMBO KING. YOU 
BETTER TELL THEM EVERYTHING, BEFORE 
V THE NOT-NICE MAN COMETH. 


TELL THEM WHAT? I DONE 
KNOW ANYTHING! i 


OH, NOI HOMq 
^ ALONE1 A 


' TELL US. HARRY WEVE ALREADY ) 
TALKED TO BURT REYNOLDS AND HIS 
WIFEI WEVE TALKED TO JOE DANTE1 IT 
DOESNT MATTER ANYMORE! WEVE 
GOT YOUR B0Y1 BETH IS DEADI WHAT> 
k ARE YOU HOLDING ONTO? M 


THE POOL? 
.WHAT POOL?- 


done 

WORRY. HARRY. \ 
YOU PASS OUT FROM 1 
^ THE PAIN AFTER ABOUT HALF 
AN HOUR BESIDES, THERE'S 
ALWAYS THE CHANCE A 
BYSTANDER WILL CAPTURE IT ALL 
ON VIDEO—YOU'LL BE A FUCKED- 
. OVER FOLK HERO. NUNCA MASli 
HAHAHAHAHA. 


comics 


r TABBA AND PAIGE, AND^ 
MAYBE MAKES THREE. 
HERE. 0 ISRAEL 

[ OH. GOD. 1 

* SEEMS THE JEWISH^ 

__ WITCH HAD IN HER 

POSSESSION CERTAIN INTIMATE 
DETRITUS: YOUR TOENAILS, HAIR DRIED 
FECES. SEEMS SHE UBERALLY 
SPRINKLED THE AFORESAID AT THE 
BLOODY SCENE OF THE CRIME. SO: THE 
WHITES OF HER EYES HUNG YOUR 
BLACKHEADS. DIG? WORLDS FAIL ME, i 
HAR RY. . _ 

H 
















































MY MOTHER-IN-LAW APOLOGIZED, 
SUPPRESSING A SMILE. SHE SAID THEY 
HAD TO DO IT LIRE THIS—IT WAS THE ONLY 
WAY TO SATISFY SENATOR ANTON “TONY" 
RREUTZER AND HIS LOVER, THE FAMOUS 
NOVELIST HURDSEY TOSH 


TO BE CONTINUED 
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HOW ARE YOU. ^ s *^ =B ** a! *^Sl 

SENATOR? y^lTHINK. MY STAPn 
r ^ y l IS ACTING UP 

KjjfcJf ^ ^ AGAIN. 


WnRNIE'S^ 
THE STAPH 
SERGEANT. 


^AREYOU^ 
USING THE 

BACTROBAN*? 


JP'SENATOR?^ 
r HAVE YOU BEEN ’ 
LvOMrriNG bloooTj 


THIS IS DR. KLEIN. WE NEED AN 


JUST LIE QUIETLY. SENATOR. UNTIL THEY 
—,- COME. 


AMBULANCE RIGHT AWAY. AND 
GET ME CEDARS. f~ ~ C == 


Five known this n 
AMAZING CARRIE 
FISHER CHILD SINCE 
SHE WAS ABOUT AS 
BIG AS THAT PUPPY. 


/ARNE, I KNOW HOW BUSY YOU 
r ARE WITH YOUR PRACTICE. BUT I’M 
BEGGING YOU: MAKE SURE 
HARRY HAS SAFE PASSAGE TO 
V ROME I CANT TRUST HURDSEY. / 


I'M SUPPOSED TO DO SOME BOOK-CHAT THING 
IN LONDON. WE CAN ALL GO OVER TOGETHER, 
LIKE THE NEW MOD SQUAD. ILL BE CLARENCE 
. WILLIAMS THE THIRD. _ z 


SINCE I WAS KNEE-HIGH 
TO AN ASS KISSER. 


HM SORRY YOU DIDNT GET A CHANCE TO 
"SHAKE HANDS WITH THE DEVIL." HARRY. 

IT JUST WASNT IN THE CARDS. BUT 
. REMEMBER: WHEN IN ROME... > 


■Pi CAN PROBABLY MAKE^ 
TIME—BUT JUST FOR A FEW 1 
DAYS. IF ITS THAT IMPORTANT 
TO YOU. ANTON. BUT I'M NOT 
GOING ANYWHERE UNTIL WE 
EINDOUT WHYYOURE SO Sled 
UNDERSTOOD? A 


WHERE THE HELL' 
©THAT 

AMBULANCE? J 


I KNEW YOU 
WOULDN'T LET 
ME DOWN, j 


NEXT: HARRY. CARRIE. AND ARNIE GO TO ROME... 
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1 IMAGINED josie hamib-harikan 
OFFICIATING AT THE WEDDING OF MY 
FATHER AND FENNY MARSHALL. I 
THOUGHT ABOUT THE FATHERS. AND 
fathers in general—having one— 
WHICH FOR ME IS ALWAYS LIRE SOME 
ABSTRACT. MELANCHOLY HOMEWORK. 

ASSIGNMENT I CAN NEVER TURN IN: 
i TRYING TO BUILD A ROSE OUT OF A 
HUNDRED GORGEOUSLY TRAMPLED, 
RUBY-STAINED PETALS. 


AS SHE GREW 
WEARIER. SHE 
BEGAN TO FREE- 
ASSOCIATE... 


f 33« 


' ...SO YOUNG AND SWEETLY ~ 

VOLATILE—LIRE SOME GREAT OFF-OFF 
BROADWAY PLAY THAT'S ALWAYS 
v THREATENING TO CLOSE... A 


SHE MEDITATED 1 

ON BUDDY AND ] 

HER GRANDMAS 

POODLE. SITTING 

before the 

FIREPLACE. THEY 

LOOKED LIRE AN 
OLD JEWISH 
i COUPLE—FUZZY 
I HOLOCAUST 
I SURVIVORS. 


LETS SUP THE 
DOGS OF WAR 
.SOME ACID. 


ssss.'Sssrsf^* 


THE MENTAL PHOTO ALBUM 
CONTINUED... 


ON THE EVE OF THEIR DEPARTURE FOR ■ CARRIE FISHER WAS HAVING A PANIC 
EUROPE, THE THREE VOYAGERS ARE ■ ATTACK AND RUMINATED ABOUT COUPLES 

RESTLESS WITH ANTICIPATION. ■ SOMEHOW, IT LULLED HER. 


SHE THOUGHT OF TABBA AND 
PAIGE'S WICKED, SENSUAL 
ALLIANCE—AND WORRIED THEY'D 
MAKE AN UNSCHEDULED 
APPEARANCE AT THE HOTEL 
GREGORIANA OR THE FOUNTAIN OF 
TREVI OR THE FENDI BOUTIQUE 


THEN SHE WROTE A LETTER IN THE AIR WTTH 
HER FINGER, TO HER FIANCE... 


GOODNIGHT, BRYAN. I WISH YOU COULD MEET US IN PARIS. YOU THINK l‘M GOING FOR MY BOOK. BUT I’M A SECRET VOYAGER, HELPING THE 
SENATOR SAVE THE WORLD.. .YOU DON'T REALLY KNOW WHAT YOU ARE TO ME. DO YOU? YOU'RE LIKE A SOFT SUNDAY MASS THAT MAKES MY 
HEART JUMP—A LITURGY OF JULEPS, WHIRLING WHEAT FIELDS, AND YES. WISH ME WELL ON MY MINI-GRAND TOUR, SOUTHERN BOY: THESE 
HALF-JEW LIPS WILL SEND POEMS FROM ACROSS THE POND. I CANT TELL YOU ABOUT THE WILD PALMS YET, FORGIVE ME YOU DREAMT YOUR 
SLEEP mo MY BONES: ONE LOOK FROM YOUR EIDERPOWNCAST EYES .. .GOODBYE, PRINCE EDWIN. LOVE SHE-HAW. 
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IN HIS 1S.000-SQUARE-F00T HANCOCK 
PARK HOME. RANDOM THOUGHTS TUMBLE 
PELL-MELL THROUGH ARNIE KLEIN'S BRAIN 
AS HE DRIFTS OFF TO SLEEP. THE 
CORNICHE. THE LAMBORGHINI, AND THE 
MERCEDES SOOSL ARE NOT INSOMNIAC; 
THEY SLEEP WITHIN THE SEPULCHRAL 
DARKNESS OF THE FAMOUS DOCTORS 
GARAGE. AS DO THE MYRIAD PRIZED KOI IN 
THEIR PRIVATE POOL. A GENTLE WIND 
RUFFLING THE WATERS—IN THE MORNING 
THEY WILL BE TENDED TO BY HANDSOME 
POLISH MANSERVANT CHRIS AND HIS 
STUNNING WIFE. YVONNE... 


^TjESUS, BLEAK HOUSE WAS BEAUTIFUL^^^M 

WCAN'T FIND THAT NABOKOV PAPERBACK WITH 

THE DICKENS LECTURE... THE SENATOR'S SUCH A \ 
1 CRYPTIC MAN: WHATS OUR "MISSION." 

ANYWAY?... PLAZA A 7H£n& .. FLEA MARKET WHEN 
WE LAND... THE AMAZING HEALTH CLUB AT THE RITZ, IN 
PARIS...HATE LEAVING MY PATIENTS—THEY FALL 
APART... HASSLER'S AT THE SPANISH 
STEPS... SHOPPING A T VERSACE... NEED TO RENEW 
MYSELF, STOP BEING "DR. ARNOLD KLEIN," IF ONLY FOR 
A WEEK... SAW "PUTATIVE" IN A MEDICAL JOURNAL 
TODAY. UNUSUAL WORD FOR A JOURNAL... GOT TO 
RETURN THAT CURRENCY-EXCHANGE COMPUTER TO 
L/\ DRAY’S, DOESN'T WORK. GET ANOTHER ONE MAYBE 
AT FUTURE TRONICS, BEV CENTER... HAVE t 

^^^^CHR/S DO IT—NO TIME—MUST SLEEP—A 


—AND 

HARRY WYCKOFF 
DRIFTS TO HIS DESTINY.. 


FAREWELL PARTY AT CARRIES LAST NIGHT... 

^HE WILDLY FUNNY BEVERLY D’ANGELO, GARY SINISE AND PMK'S LESLEE^ 
DART, BOTH TERRIBLY SWEET.. .BUCK AND TABBA AND CHARLIE AND MAY Q.,1 
GAVIN AND GEENA AND GLORIA CRAYTON-HALL.. .SOME OF THE SMART ' 
BOYS FROM CAA: DOC AND KEVIN AND TONY K.—THEY GAVE ME A COPY OF j 
. BARZINTS THE ITALIANS.. .A PRETENTIOUS, OUT-OF-WORK SCREELWRITER ] 
PASSED AROUND AUTOPSY SNAPS OF JFK, FROM SOME A 

HIP FRENCH PHOTO RAG.. . M 


to ' Jr THE PHOTOS HAUNT 
Wr Wfrf ME—IT WASNT JUST THE ^ 

Wr / GORY ANOMALY. (KENNEDY NEVER DID 
/ INTEREST ME.) NO, IT WAS MORE 

THAN THAT. IT WAS HEIGHTENED, 
PRETERNATURAL—OMINOUS. I THOUGHT OF 
KREUTZER'S PHRASE "SHAKE HANDS WITH 
^HEDEVIL"— AND WONDERED JUST WHAT WAS WAITING 
FOR ME IN ROME FINALLY, I TOOK PILLS TO SLEEP: MOTRIN, 
A FEW DARVOCET, AND SOME XANAX. STILL THROUGH i 
THE NIGHT I AWOKE AND WAS ABLE TO ^ 
REMEMBER MY DREAMS^^^^H 


TO BE CONTINUED... 1 
















WRITTEN BY BRUCH WAGNER ART BY JULIAN ALLEN| 


ALL I COULD THINK. OF WAS HOW MUCH 
EVERYTHING WAS WORTH. I WONDERED HOW 
MUCH THE COLOSSEUM WAS WORTH. I 
WONDERED HOW MUCH A CONDO IN THE 
BEST PART OF TOWN WAS WORTH. I 
WONDERED HOW MUCH THE VILLA 
BORGHESE COST. AND THE PANTHEON AND 
THE POPE AND CIRCUS MAXIMUS AND THE 
BORGIA APARTMENT. AND HOW MUCH rT 
WOULD TARE TO BUY EVERYTHING IN THE 
WINDOWS OF BULGARI. AND I WONDERED 
WHO FROM HOLLYWOOD OWNED WHAT. 


I ALREADY 
HAD A 
NICKNAME 
FOR HER— 
LITHE 
CAESAR. 
BECAUSE 
SUES SO 
BOSSY. I 
ASKED HER 
ONCE WHY 
SHE WAS 
THAT WAY 
AND SHE 
SAID. 
BECAUSEI 
KNOW BEST. 
SHE WAS 
RIGHT. 


WHILE WE WERE WAITING TO 
LEAVE LAX, CARRIE "SLIPPED'— 
RIGHT THERE IN THE VIP LOUNGE. 
IT WAS ONLY BEER, AND BESIDES, 
EVERYBODY KNOWS SHE ISNT A 
DRINKER—SHE LIKES PILLS. 

SO I THOUGHT: NO BIG DEAL 


WE SAW THE SISTINE CHAPEL THE GUIDE SAID SOME 
AMERICAN NEUROLOGIST COMPARED THAT DRAPE SHAPE 
BEHIND GOD TO THE HUMAN BRAIN. 


WE WOUND UP STAYING AT THE HASSLER ABOVE 
THE SPANISH STEPS, RIGHT NEAR SOME BUILDING 
THAT HAD SOMETHING TO DO WITH THE INQUISITION. 
! THE OWNER TURNED OUT TO BE THIS GORGEOUS 
URBANE GUY, A DEAF-MUTE. WE RAN INTO RAY 
BRADBURY IN THE LOBBY: CARRIE VAGUELY KNEW 
HIM AND ASKED IF HE WANTED TO GO WITH US FOR 
OUR VATICAN TOUR HE DID. 


DR KLEIN BOUGHT A 
BUNCH OF BRIONI 
SUITS, AT TWO 
THOUSAND A POP. 
HE SHOWED OFF HIS 
CALLUS TO THE 
SALESMAN. 


I LOVE BINGIN'] 
IN THE RAIN. ' 
ITS A SCI-FI 
MUSICAL 
ABOUTTHE 
INVENTION OF 
SOUND. I’VE 
SEEN IT 30 I 
W times. J 


HE'S GOT A 
“MILLION-DOLLAR" 
CALLUS ON HIS 
FINGER FROM 
GIVING ALL THOSE 
COLLAGEN 
INJECTIONS. 


HE HAD A MOUTH LIKE AN OLD GROUPER 
—BUILT FOR SEX 


WAS A VERY HIP 
I LITRE 
| QUARTER—THE 
! LAST VIGNETTE 
| IN FELLINIS 
ROMA THE 
; NIGHT AIR WAS 
| COOL, AND I 
j WISHED I WAS 
NINETEEN 
AGAIN. 

j SUDDENLY. A 
| SINISTER JOLLY 
| LITTLE MAN 
ASKED ME FOR /J 
LIGHT. 


W ' COME TO THIS 
'ADDRESS. TONIGHT ATT 
lO—ITS IN 
TRASTEVERE.COME 
ALONE—AND , 

< CAREFUL OF THE l 
^ GYPSIES. 


IT HURT TO LOOK 
UP; RIGHT 
BEFORE THE TRIP. 
MY NECK WENT 
OUT, AND THEY 
SAY THE WORST 
THING YOU CAN 
DO WITH A NECK 
PROBLEM IS TO 
LOOK UP. I WENT 
TO FIND THE 
TOILET. 


HE POINTED TO BURT LANCASTER’S 
OLD APARTMENT—I THINK WE WERE 
IN THE PIAZZA BELLI—BURT LIVED 
THERE IN THE SIXTIES OR SOMETHING. 
TALK ABOUT YOUR DOLCE VITA 


r IM WITH TABBA. THEi 
SENATOR SENT US. SO 
V CIAOFORNOW. A 



























I STARTED 
TO RUN—I 
WASNT 
SURE 
WHY. I 
DECIDED 
TO GET A 
CAB BACK 
TO THE 
HOTEL 


THE PARTY WAS ON THE ROOF. PAIGE WAS 
STANDING THERE WITH SOMEONE WHO IT 
TOOK ME A WHILE TO PLACE—HURDSEY 
TOSH. THE SENATOR’S BOYFRIEND. I 
WONDERED WHAT HE WAS DOING HERE. I 
WONDERED WHAT ANY OF US WAS DOING 
ANYWHERE. 


REMEMBER WHAT VIDAL SAID? ROME IS A 
CITY THAT’S DIED AND BEEN REBORN SO 
MANY TIMES—WHAT BETTER PLACE TO 
. WATCH THE END OF THE WORLD? * 


rWELL LOOK WHO'S HERE! SURPRISED TO ^ 
SEE ME? I JUST FLEW IN FROM THE MENTAL] 
HOSPITAL—AND BOY, IS MY MIND 
TIRED. 


I WENDED MY WAY 
THROUGH THE 
STREETS. AFTER A 
HALF-HOUR OR SO. I 
CAME ACROSS A 
CROW? OF YOUNG 
PEOPLE SPILLING 
ONTOANALLEYWAY. 
THE ADDRESS WAS 
THE ONE PAIGE HAD 
GIVEN ME. I WENT IN. 


SOMETHING WAS WRONG. I STARTED TO 
BLACK OUT. I SAW MYSELF WITH LAURA SAN 
GIACOMO AND JOE MANTEGNA. RIGHT IN 
THE MIDDLE OF THE APP1AN WAY. WRITING TO 
THE BEAT OF “STOP YOUR SOBBING”.. . 


HE LED ME TO A ROOM A FLOOR BELOW. HE 
MUST HAVE PUT SOMETHING IN MY DRINK, 
BECAUSE IN A FEW MINUTES I BEGAN TO 
FEEL WOBBLY. 


.. .MY HEAD WAS STUCK ONTO THE 
BELVEDERE TORSO—THE ONE 
MICHELANGELO WAS SO CRAZY ABOUT. 
I COULD HEAR TOSH LAUGHING-f ROM 
ABOUT A THOUSAND MILES AWAY. 


^YE-AYE, CLAUDIUSTp 

CAME TO BURY IT. WITH 
A HAIL. SEIZURE—THIS 
WAY TO THE GRAND 
MAL HERE 
COMES THE j 

IHMiL sun. Jk, 


THE PAIN WAS TERRIBLE. THERE WAS NO 
DOUBT IN MY MIND—I WAS BEING STABBED 
IN THE BOWEL. A HIDEOUS KALEIDOSCOPE 
OF IMAGES SWIRLED THROUGH MY BRAIN 











GET HIM OUT 


WHEN I AWOKE. I WAS BACK. AT THE HOTEL I 
HAPNOMEMORYOFHOWIGOTTHERE.I 
NOTICED THE SHEETS WERE BLOODY. THERE 
WAS A KNOCK. AT THE DOOR. IT WAS THREE IN 
THE MORNING. 


r fTSUTTlE 
CAESAR, THE 
INSOMNIAC 
, QUEEN. * 


HI, BUTTON. 
HOW WAS THE 
PARTY? 






| WRITTEN BY BRUCE WAGNER ART BY JULIAN ALLEN ] 


IN THE MORNING, 
CARRIE AND ARNIE 
’ WERE GONE THEY 
WENTrORARIS.ro 
THE FLEA MARKET. 


ONE OF THE JOURNALISTS TOLD 
DENEUVE THAT AMERICAN MEN 
WERE CRAZY ABOUT HER. 
AND SHE SNORTED. 
'GOOD,' BE THAT WAY!" 


I DISTRACTED MYSELF FOR A FEW DAYS. 
WITHOUT LEAVING THE ROOM. I WATCHED 
THE BOISTEROUS LONG-HAIRED KIDS 
GATHERAT NIGHT ON THE SPANISH 
STEPS. THEY SANG SONGS UNTIL FOUR IN 
THE MORNING; THEN. TAMBOURINE 
BLEATS AND MURMURINGS TILL DAWN. 


WHEN I 
LOOKED 
TOWARDTHE 
SILHOUETTE 
OF 

TRASTEVERE, 
I GOTTHE 

WILLIES - 

| THOUGH THE 
BLEEDING 
HAD LONG 
SINCE 
STOPPED. 


T WAS STRANGE. BUT I SUDDENLY! 
HAD TOTAL RECALL OF BEUE DU ] 
JOUR. CD EVEN TRIED RENTING I 
IT BEFORE THE TRIP. BUT FOR I 
SOME REASON IT WASNT j 
AVAILABLE ON TAPE ONE OF THE ] 
I STORES HAD IT ON LASER-DISC 1 
I IMPORT. IN FRENCH—WITH J 


I WATCHED SOMETHING ON TV ABOUT HAUTE 
COUTURE—A COQUETTISH. ANORECTIC NAN KEMPNER 
BUYING $60000 DRESSES. IT WAS LIKE AN UPSCALE 
VERSION OF THAT DOCUMENTARY PARIS IS BURNING. 


THE SENATOR WANTS YOU BACK- 
RIGHT AWAY. SOMETHING'S 
Hfe-rw HAPPENED... 


IDONT KNOW IF I'M WELL SOMETHING 
HAPPENED TO ME IN TRASTEVERE. 
JESUS CHRIST, PAIGE. I THINK 
I WAS RAPED. _ 


WHO IS IT? 


GOON. 


PfrS YOUR MOTHER-IN-LAW— 1 
IJOSIE. SHE GOT SICK SHE WAS ' 
[OVERSEEING A VERY IMPORTANT 
^PROJECT. KREUT2ER WANTS i 
YOU TO FILL IN J 

HER - Jm 


^HWENTTOAPARTYIN 
TRASTEVERE TOSH WAS 
THERE—THE SENATORS 
"FRIEND.” HE GAVE ME 
^ SOMETHING— > 


PYOUVE BEEN 
HALLUCINATING 
.AGAIN. RIGHT? 


^^WELL... ^ 
YES. BUT SOME OF IT 
WAS REAL. PAIGE, 
k. IKNOWIT... ^ 


THERE'S NO PRECEDENT FOR THE ^ 
[KNOWLEDGE, HARRY—SO WHEN IT COMES. 
IWERE UKE IDIOTS TRYING TO PARAPHRASE 
l YEATS.'THE WIND IS OLD AND STILL 

L AT PLAY/1MTILEI MUST HURRY A 

UPON MY WAY—" 


Tie gave you something only a few 

OF US HAVE BEEN PRIVILEGED TO GET: 
HE GAVE YOU THE KNOWLEDGE. THE 
KNOWLEDGE IS REVOLUTIONARY. 


■^WHICH 
T PART. HARRY? 
TELL ME WHICH PART 
WAS REAL. ^4 


:omics 

















" —FOR I AM 
RUNNING TO 
PARADISE." 


WHATPOESTHE 
SENATOR WANT 
^METODO? j> 


YES. 

W AND BECAUSE WE'RE ^ 
f ALL SLAVES. PARADISE 1 
f SOMETIMES FEELS—AT 1 
FIRST—LIKE RAPE. FOR ME IT ] 
WAS THE SAMEz MIEN I FIRST 
RECEIVED 1HE KNOWLEDGE. 

I IMAGINED CRAPPING IN MY 
PANTS AT A FRAT DANCE 
*SININEi WHEN THE KNOWLEDGE 
COMES. WERE REVEALED FOR 
THE FRIGHTENED. PETTY 
CREATURES WE ARE 
MORTIFICATION OF THE SELF I 
BEFORE THE MASSES-TTS J 
l ALL A VARIATION ON THE J 
A SAME THEME THE DEATH J 
Ik OF EGO BEFORE THE A 


WHATSIT 

ABOUT? 


^WELL, ON THE SIMPLEST 
LEVEL. ITS ABOUT A BEL AIR 
WHOREHOUSE—YOU KNOW. FOR 
ASPIRING STARLETS AND 
^ BORED WIVES OF STUDIO ^ 
rrHTrr" 


HIE WANTS TO CALL 
i IT...MAPS TO THE 
A. STARS. A 


DO THEY HAVE 1 
v A TITLE? a 


TO PE CONTINUED. 
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EVIDENTLY. THE TUPS' NEW FAD !S 
PIRACETAM. A DRUG THAT POTENTIATES 
MEMORY. TPS SUPPOSED TO BE PRETTY 
HARMLESS. BETTER THAT THAN DMT. 


IT WAS WHEN THE SENATOR CRADLED 
HER IN HIS ARMS, ON THANKSGIVING. 
SHE SAID, “SOVEREIGN." 



WERE SHOOTING RIGHT UP TO THE 
TWENTY-FOURTH THEN RESUMING 
AFTER NEW YEAR'S. THE SENATOR 
SENDS ME PRODUCTION MEMOS THAT 
SAY: I THINK THE AUDIENCE WANTS TO 
SEE THE WOMAN GETTING FUCKED OR 
HEIGHTEN THE HORROR OR I AM 
TERRIFIED, BLUDGEONED, HOLY. HE 
SIGNS THEM, THE SOVEREIGN WORM." 




HE CALLS ME IN THE MIDDLE OF THE NIGHT. 
HE SOUNDS HIGH. I ALWAYS HEAR CHILDREN 
SINGING SOMEWHERE I FEEL TENDERNESS 
FOR THIS RAPTUROUS, AGONIZED MONSTER. 


I MADE SOME INQUIRIES ABOUT WHAT HAD 
HAPPENED TO JOSIE AND LEARNED SHE 
WAS HOSPITALIZED IN PALO ALTO. 


JOSIE WEPT BITTERLY WHEN I CAME TO HER 
ROOM. HER FACE WAS COVERED WITH 
GAUZE 




fuO YOU KNOW WHAT MY SIN IS. HARRY? 

I’M INDOI FKffl 1 HAVF MFl/FP PCTAPtm U¥ 
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I THREW MYSELF 
INTO THE FINAL 
DAYS OF SHOOTING 
BEFORE THE 
YULET1DE BREAK. I 
INVENTED A 
PERSONA TO PASS 
THE TIME. I 
PRETENDED I WAS 
SOMEONECALLED 
KENNETH HARDY. 

AND THAT ID 
WORKED FOR A BIG 
AMERICAN DRUG 
COMPANY 
SOMEWHERE IN 
SOUTH AFRICA. 



THAT WOULD MAKE A NICE PROTAGONIST FOR A CLASSY 
LITTLE NOVEL. LIKE A GRAHAM GREENE OR SHOULD 
SAY NADINE GORDIMER 


SSY 

NOWJ 



























































RESUMED ON 
MAPS TO THE 
STARS. 


TAB8A SCHWARTZKOF DROPPED OUT DUE TO ILLNESS. BEVERLY D'ANGELO STEPPED IN TO 
PLAY THE ROLE OF A STUNNING BEVERLY HILLS PSYCHIATRIST NAMED SHELLY WILDING. SHE 
HAD A LOT OF SHOW-BIZ CLIENTS, ONE OF WHOM WAS THE WIFE OF A STUDIO EXECUTIVE * 


OF WOMEN SHE KNOWS WORK THERE. THE 
MORE FAMOUS ONES SERVICE THEIR 
CUSTOMERS WHILE WEARING MASKS. 


AFTER AN HOUR OR SO, HE DESIRES A 


SECONDLADY, 


DR. WILDING FINDS 
HERSELF IN A 
MENAGE A TROIS 
WITH HER EX- 
HUSBAND AND 
THE MODEL—HER 
PATIENT. I THOUGHT 
IT WAS A LITTLE 
ZALMAN KING. 
BUT THE SENATOR 
REALLY PUSHED 
FORrT. 



I SO THE SHRINK DECIDES TO TAKE A 

■ CLOSER LOOK—SORT OF LIKE LINDSAY 

1 SOMEWHERE TOWARD THE END OF ACT 1 

I TWO. SHE STARTS WORKING AT THE j 

■ HOUSE OF COURSE SHE DEMANDS TO 1 


■ CROUSE IN HOUSE OF GAMES. SHE DOESNT 
I QUITE KNOW WHAT'S PULLING HER—ITS 
BEEN ABSTRACTED SOMEWHERE 

I WEARAMASK.ASmURNSOUT.HER 1 
I FIRST CLIENT'IS HER EX-HUSBAND. 


■ ■ J, ■ 

JU ^ FIELD 

m&j Xp 

WORK FILE 





k : ’v 

JSk mM 

THEN ANOTHER OF THE DOCTOR'S 
PATIENTS—A WELL-KNOWN MODEL— 1 
MENTIONS THE SAME THING. SAYS A LOT 1 


tr 



















I WENT TO MY TRAILER FOR A NAP. 


EVERYTHING WENT RATHER WELL EXCEPT 
FOR THE LASTWEER OF SHOOTING. WHEN 
A CRAZY MAN BURST ONTO THE SET. 


I SPORE TO HIM BEFORE THE POLICE ARRIVED. 
H E SAID HE WAS FROM BANNING. HE WAS 
POIGNANTLY LUCID AND KEPT APOLOGIZING 
| HIS 'DIALOGUE' WASNT 'LINEAR' ENOUGH. HE 
I PLEADED THAT IN THE FUTURE. HIS 'STORYLINE' 
i WOULD BE'LESS LIRE A DREAM.'EASIER TO 
FOLLOW. STRANGE. MOVING FELLOW. 


' I'M BUD WIGGINS. DAMMIT! I HAVE 
CHRONIC SINUSIT1SI THEY DIDNT REVIEW 
ME IN THE VLSI SOMEONE GET ME WOLF 
SOLENT AND BURGESS'S RE JOYCEI 
SCHWARTZROF AND HER FUCRING 
■ FATHERS HAVE DESTROYED MFJ, 


IN THE 
MIDDLE OF 
MY GENTLE 
MUSINGS, A 
LIMOUSINE 
PULLED UP. 
IT WAS LIRE 
THAT SHOT 
OF JEREMY 
IRONS IN 
REVERSAL 
OF 

FORTUNE 


BILLY CRYSTAL WAS ON TV SAYING WHAT 
A 'NOBLE' THING IT WAS TO BE IN 
THERAPY. JOHN BRADSHAWWAS ON 
PBS. TELLING HOW HIS INNER CHILD 
FINALLY GAVE HIM THE THUMBS-UP TO 
FLY FIRST CLASS, WITHOUT GUILT. GARTH 
BROORS WAS IN THE MIDDLE OF 
ANOTHER SIX-HOUR SPECIAL—SCARY, 
SENSUAL. FAT-FACED LITTLE SHIT. 
STRAIGHT OUT OF A FACE IN THE CROM>. 
LOORS LIRE HE SWALLOWED A BUNCH OF 
PREDNISONE WITH HIS PUMPRIN PIE. 


IT WAS TOT# 
RREUTZER. 
HE CALLED 
ME OVER 
SAID THERE 
WAS 

SOMEONE HE 
WANTED ME 
TO SEE. 


YOU RNOW WHAT 
WOULD BE REALLY 
GROOVY? IF BILLY 
CRYSTAL AND JOHN 
BRADSHAW AND 
GARTH BROORS 
WOULD ALL ROT IN 
HELL. 


^ ITS YOUR SON. ^ 
HARRY. HE’S GOT 
SECRETSTOREVEAL.. 
^ GET IN. Jk 
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I DROVE AN 
AMBULANCE FOR 
A WHILE WHEN I 
LEFT HIGH 
SCHOOL. ONE DAY 
WE PICKED UP DAN 
BLOCKER—"HOSS" 
FROM BONANZA— 
AND BROUGHT 
HIM THERE. I THINK 
HE DIED IN THERE 



comics 


WHENEVER I THINK OF BLOCKER. 

I REMEMBER A CHARISMATIC SEVENTH- 
GRADE HISTORY TEACHER WHO WAS 
OBSESSED WITH BONANZA. 

THE TEACHER'S NAME WAS BEN- 
JUST LIKE THE PONDEROSA PATRIARCH. 



KNEW HE WISHED HE WAS LORNE GREENE. 

WISHED HE COULD SUDDENLY STROLL 
RIGHT INTO THE HEAVEN OF THE RANCH'S 
BURNING BORDERS. EVERYONE USED TO 
WISH THAT FOR THEMSELVES. 


WHEN I WAS LITTLE, I EVEN VISITED THE SET. 

THERE WAS LOTS OF EXPENSIVE 
HORSEPLAY—ACTORS FORGETTING LINES 
AND HAMMING IT UP—A REAL PRE¬ 
BLOOPERS “BONANZA." 


THOUGHT ABOUT MICHAEL LANDON WITH 
HIS HIGH HAIR AND HI5 HUNDRED KIDS 
AND HIS HUNDRED MILLION; I THOUGHT 
ABOUT HOW GOOD HE WAS. PROBABLY 
THE WORST THING ABOUT HIM WAS HE 
WET HIS BED AS A KID. AND HE EVEN 
MADE THAT INTO A TV MOVIE. 




BLOCKER WOUND UP DUNKING 
LANDON IN A WATERING TROUGH IN 
FRONT OF A TOUR GROUP. THE CREW 
GOT SPATTERED AND RAN AROUND 
LIKE A BUNCH OF KIDS. 


I ASKED PETER WHO COTY BELONGED TO, 
BUT THE SENATOR SAID THE BOY 
COULDNT ANSWER ANY MORE 
QUESTIONS. THE CAR STOPPED AND 
KREUTZER ASKED ME TO GET OUT. 


HE ONLY HAD A WHILE LONGER TO LIVE 
AND THERE HE WAS WITH JOHNNY, 
JOKING ABOUT SHENANIGANS AT 
A MALIBU RESTAURANT. 


I SAW HIM IN A COMMERCIAL A 
FEW DAYS AGO, TALKING ABOUT THE 
IMPORTANCE OF EDUCATION. 

A DISCLAIMER CAME ON SAYING 
LANDONS WISH WAS THAT THE AD 
RUN POSTHUMOUSLY. HE WAS STILL 
BEING GOOD, EVEN IN DEATH. 






I ASKED AGAIN ABOUT DOTY'S REAL 
MOTHER, AND HE HANDED ME THE 
POLAROID OF A WOMAN. HE SAID HER 
NAME WAS BRENDA LAUREL, AND SHE 
WAS A GAMES THEORIST AND 
EXPERIENCE DESIGNER FROM PALO ALTO. 
SHE’D WRITTEN A BOOK CALLED 
COMPUTERS AS THEATRE. 


THE OCEAN SEEMED SO LOUD. HE 
POINTED TO A TINY SHACK, FAR BELOW. 
THERE WAS SOMEONE WAITING OUTSIDE, 
BUT I COULDNT MAKE HIM OUT. WE 
BEGAN OUR DESCENT. 



HE SAID THAT BRENDA HAD A SISTER BY 
THE NAME OF PAIGE KATZ. 

































































I RECOGNIZED THE MAN WAITING 
FOR US AT THE SHACK.—THE FILM 
PRODUCER DON SIMPSON. HE LOOKED 
A LITTLE LIKE TOM BERENGER IN 
AT PLAY IN THE FIELDS OF THE LORD. 
HE STARED INTO MY EYES AS 
WE SPOKE; HE SEEMED SAD AND 
DOLEFUL, YET FULL OF ’THERENESS." 


IT WAS DARK INSIDE; THE SHACK SMELLED OF 
STERNO AND SEAWEED. I HEARD A SOFT VOICE 
FROM THE CORNER. 


WILL YOU EXCUSE ME? 1 
SOME PEOPLE HAVE JUST 
DROPPED IN...YES...IT 
IT WAS LOVELY TO SEE 
YOU...SOON. YES. 
lSTAY healthy.^^^H 


SIMPSON HELD A FLASHLIGHT ON A 
DESICCATED MAN IN A WHEELCHAIR HE WORE 
DESIGNER GLASSES AND TALKED TO THE WALL 
AS IF IT WERE HUMAN. 


HE SAT PETER IN HIS LAP WHILE HE SPOKE. 
HIS NAME WAS CHICKIE STEIN HE HAD 
WHAT LITTLE KIDS CALL "SIXTY-FIVE 
ROSES"—CYSTIC FIBROSIS. 


SIMPSON ADOPTED HIM AND SENT HIM TO 
SCHOOL STEIN TURNED OUT TO BE A 
COMPUTER GENIUS OF HISTORIC 
PROPORTIONS. HE WAS BUILDING VIRTUAL- 
REALITY SYSTEMS OFF IBM CLONES 
BEFORE THE TERM HAD EVEN BEEN COINED. 


STEIN WAS OBSESSED WITH 'THE SEA"— 
AWAY FROM IT HE LITERALLY BEGAN TO 
DIE. SIMPSON BOUGHT A LOT AT POINT 
DUME; HE WANTED TO BUILD STEIN 
A HOUSE. BUT HIS ADOPTED SON 
REFUSED. STEIN WANTED A SHACK. 
BUILT TO HIS SPECIFICATIONS. 


SIMPSON FOUND HIM IN THE LATE '70S. 
WHILE RESEARCHING A PROJECT; STEIN 
WAS NEAR DEATH IN A MILWAUKEE 
CHILDRENS HOSPITAL HIS FOSTER 
PARENTS HAD BEATEN HIM UP. 


NEARBY. BURIED DEEP IN THE OCEAN AND 
COOLED BY ITS WATERS. WERE THE 
MASSIVE “REALITY ENGINES" THAT FUELED 
STEINS CHURCH WINDOWS PROTOTYPES. 


HE POINTED TO AN END TABLE. LINED WITH 
ROWS OF EYEGLASSES. 


AS SOON AS I PUT THEM ON, I FOUND MYSELF IN 
A VAST EIGHTEENTH-CENTURY BALLROOM. 
EVERYONE WORE BROCADED SATIN AND POWDERED 
WIGS, EXCEPT STEIN. STEIN LOOKED AND TALKED 
EXACTLY LIKE LORNE GREENE 


^DOYOU LIKE^B 
PERS0L70RLA, 
EYEWORKS... 
THERES ARMANI 
AND MONTANA OR 
MIKLI. FROM A 
^ PARIS... 


V YOU MIGHT 
7 BE A LITTLE ~ 
NAUSEOUS AT 
FIRST—YOU'LL FIND 
YOUR FOOTING. 

, THERE NOW. . 
BETTER? 


I ASKED SIMPSON WHAT WAS HAPPENING. HE SAID WE WERE IN CYBERSPACE- 
COMPUTER-AIDED REALITY. HE SAID WE'D 'GONE THROUGH ONE OF 
CHICKIES CHURCH WINDOWS." 


TO BE CONTINUED... 
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WRITTEN BY BRUCE WAGNER ART BY JULIAN ALLEN 


AT FIRST I THOUGHT I WAS GOING TO SHIT 
vfYSELF. I KNEW A LITTLE SOMETHING ABOUT 
VIRTUAL REALITY. BUT NOTHING PREPARED 
ME FOR THIS. IT WAS AS REAL AS THE 
VISIONS I USED TO HAVE OF THE RHINOS. I 


CHICKIE STARTED TO TALK. 
I FOCUSED ON HIS MOUTH 
TO EASE THE VERTIGO. 


7 OH.YES—THEY HAVE T 

THE CEREMONY RIGHT AT 
HOME. THE BRIDE'S ATTENDED 
BY FAMILY AND FRIENDS , 
AND A BRIDESMAID IN k 
Js. A LAVISH GOWN. -M 


» /rm> YOU KNOWN^I 
Y THAT IN ROMANIA— N 
TRANSYLVANIA—WHEN 
YOUNGWOMEN DIE 
BEFORE MARRIAGE. 
THEY MAKE THEM 
^BRIDES AT THEIR OWnJ 
FUNERALS?^^ 


roNE OF THE VILLAGE BOYS STANDS 
BESIDE THE COFFIN, RECITING THE 
WEDDING VOWS: THERE'S EVEN A PRIEST. 

IN THE BRIDE'S FOLDED ARMS IS 
iS A SMALL DOLL. ^ 


I HEARD DON'S VOICE TELLING ME 


CHICKIE INTRODUCED HER AS TERRA. HIS 
FIANCEE. HE SAID SHE WAS JOINING US 
FROM AN "AWFUL LITTLE BASEMENT IN A 
COLD CANADIAN PROVINCE." 


IT WAS TIME TO GO. BUT ICOULDNT 
TAKE MY EYES OFF THEM. 


GLASSES OFF MY FACE—WE WERE BACK 
IN THE SHACK AGAIN, THE SHABBY OLD 
' REALITY. CHICKIE WAS STILL IN THE 
WHEELCHAIR. ARMS RAISED IN A 
SPECTRAL WALTZ. 


P I CALL HERV^ 
"TERRA INFIRMA"— 
AS A JOKE. BY THE 
WAY: SHE'S NOT 
ROMANIAN. ^ 


THEY BEGAN TO DANCE. I CANT 
TELL YOU HOW EERIE THE WHOLE THING 


I WONDERED WHAT HER REAL-LIFE 
COUNTERPART LOOKED LIKE. 


WAS—WHAT bathos: 


issifc 


rTHE DOLL SYM&OLIZES THE CHILDREN 


THE WHaE TIME 

f SHELL NEVER HAVE. THEY CALL IT "NUNTA 


CHICKIE STOKE. 1 WAS 

v MORTULUI"—WEDDING Of THE DEAD. > 


AWAREOFA 
PRESENCE COMING 



TOWARD US. 1 TURNED 



MY HEAD AND SAW 



HER—A THIN BLACK 

JFjgPf 

! 

BALLERINA. 

























































SIMPSON DROPPED US OFF 
IN CENTURY CITY. THE REST OF THE 
DAY WAS LIRE A DEAD DREAM. 

WE TRIED TO SEE A MOVIE. BUT DIDNT. 


V THEN, 'l 
HOW ABOUT 
LPU&SY?^ 


EVERYTHING^® 

r BARRY LEVINSON ^ 
nOUCHES TURNS INTOl 
i TELEVISION. WARREN I 
k BEATTY IS THE i 
^ EMPEROR'S PI P M 
SMBwCLOT I i ES^ & A 


r THEN. HOW ^ 
A BOUT GRAND 
L CANYON? a 


kASDAN/ 

BANAL- 

RETENTIVE. 


I WAS GLAD TO GET OUT OF THERE. 

I NEVER FELT A SADNESS LIRE THAT 
BEFORE—BOUNDLESS. I NEVER 
WANT TO FEEL IT AGAIN. 


WE WENT TO ROXBURY PARR. IT WAS WINDY AND 
STRANGELY DESERTED. I USED TO PLAY LITTLE 
LEAGUE THERE WHEN I WAS A RID. I WAS A LEFT 
FIELDER TERRIFIED OF POP FLIES; TALR ABOUT 
YOUR GOALIE’S ANXIETY AT THE PENALTY KICK. 


NEAR THE JUNGLE GYM WAS A WOMAN 
WITH A RIFLE. SHE WAS STANDING NEAR 
A LEXUS, OR MAYBE IT WAS AN INFINITE 
THE WIND ROARED THROUGH THE TREES 
LIRE THOSE SCENES IN BLOW UP. 


r WHOWERE^ 
THOSE GUYS. 
SISRELAND 
I ^ EBERT? ^ 


f QUIET! > 
AND REEP 
YOUR EYES 
S. OPEN. A 


Fijustdon^ 

UNDERSTAND 
ANYTHING. YOU 
SAY YOU'RE MY 
LSON; YOU SAYOd 


PETER RAN UP TO HER. SHE HELP HIM. 


SHE GOT A LAPTOP OUT OF THE FRONT 
SEAT AND SAT WITH IT ON ONE OF THE 
SAD, GREEN PICNIC BENCHES, LIRE IT 
WAS A BOOR OF GRIMM'S FAIRY TALES. 
SHE SEEMED TO RNOW WHO I WAS. 


r STAY AWHILE/ 
HARRY. I'M 
GOINGTOTELL 
RYOUASTORY^ 


SHE PUT IT IN THE TRUNR OF HER CAR, 
THEN TURNED AND LOORED AT ME 
_ WARILY. _ 


HER NAME WAS BRENDA LAUREL 
W0IW3DE. 


THE RID SURE GOT AROUND. 
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BRENDA DROPPED ME OFF A FEW BLOCKS 
FROM HOME. SHE HADNT TOLD ME MUCH. 
WHEN I ASKED HER ABOUT GLORIA CRAYTON- 
HALL OR CHICKIE'S CHURCH WINDOWS, SHE 
SAID I WAS A "MASTURBATOR" AND QUICKLY 
CHANGEDTHESUBJECT. 


AT HOME. I GOT A SHOCK: THE HOUSE WAS 
STRIPPED BARE. IT REMINDED ME OF THAT 
SCENE IN RISK'S BUSINESS. 


I SAT ON THE IMPULSE TO GO TO THE 
AGENCY AND WALKED TO HOLLYWOOD 
BOULEVARD INSTEAD. CHAPPIE STARFALL 
WAS PLAYING THE CINEGRILL ATTHE 
ROOSEVELT. WE WENT TO SCHOOL TOGETHER. 
WHEN I KNEW HIM. HE WAS A CLOSET 
KLEPTO AND CAMPUS SYCOPHANT. 


IN COLLEGE. STARFALL USED TO DO PARODIES 
OF BROADWAY SHCW5.1 REMEMBER HIM 
DRAGGING ME TO ONE OF THE JEWISH 
FRATERNITIES TO WATCH HIM DO &G SPENDER 


LANGUOROUS GUY IN HIS FORTIES WHOP 
CHANGED HIS NAME FROM FELTON TO 
“STEERFORTH"—A CHARACTER IN DAVID 
COPPERFIELD. HE'D INHERITED A PAYROLL 
COMPANY AND HAD AN AMAZING HEAD OF 
HAIR, WHICH HE SPENT HIS DAYS 
RITUALISTICALLY WASHING. SHAPING. AND 
CUTTING. 


\*0$;INUTE >OUS 

Ui MV FACE -****■ 
l.cP'JpTELL'fTr 

UoVi'^E" Li CiS 

h> x 

Bl 


I ASKED BETH 
ONCE IF SHE 
THOUGHT 
FELTON WAS 
QUEER SHE 
SAID, "WITH 
THAT MOUTH? 
HE OUGHTA BE." 
ANYWAY. THE 
GUT DIDNT 
SEEM TO KNOW 
ME—AT ALL. 

I REALLY GOT 
SPOOKED. 


NOW HE WAS A RECHERCHE SALOON 
SINGER ONE OF THOSE PEOPLE WHO HAVE 
PUBLICISTS TO GO AROUND SAYING THEY 
"INVENTED" THEMSELVES. 


’SCUSE ME. I'M HOMELESS/HIV. CAN YOU 
HELP ME OUT? GIMME FIVE DOLLARS? 
GOD BLESS YOU. GOD BLESS AND FUCK 
YOU! I'M A MAN! I'M A SHEEN BROTHER, 
YOU CHUCK WOOLERY-LOOKING SKEET! 

NOTESTEVEZ. NOT BEVERLY HILLS, 
90210, NOT SEAN YOUNG'S A BAD GIRL, 
BUTS-H-E-E-N. THAT'S THE CONSPIRACY. 
YOU LISTENING? WHITE PIECE OF SHIT! 

AINT SELLING NO WOLF TICKETS, 
NEITHER YOU AINT EVEN SEEN JFK. YOU 
AINT SEEN OLIVER STONE ON NIGHTLINE, 
FRONTLINE, AND MAIN LINE. HOW YOU 
GONNA KNOW ABOUT CONSPIRACY. 
NIGGER? HOW YOU GONNA KNOW? 


I SAW A DIRTY LITTLE GIRL ON A STEEL 
CRUTCH. I THOUGHT OF CHICKIE WHEN HE 
WAS LITTLE. THEN ITHOUGHTOF THE MAPS- 
TO- THE-STARS BOY—PETER—AND FELT A 
TERRIFYING NOSTALGIA. 


7 DO YOU NEED 1 
MONEY? WHO DO 
YOU BELONG TO? 
.CAN YOU HEAR . 

\ me? y 


PROPPED THERE. SHE LOOKED LIKE A 
DYSFUNCTIONAL TOWN CRIER WITH A 
MESSAGE FROM WONDERLAND. 


I WENT CLOSER I WONDERED IF SHE WAS A 
RUNAWAY. I WANTED TO HELP HER 


WRnTEN 


it ART BY JULIAN ALU 


1 ALL SHE REALLY WANTED TO TALK ABOUT WAS THE NAKED KISS, THAT '60S MOVIE BY 

SAM FULLER SAID ITD MAKE A GOOD REMAKE. 


1 WAS GOING TO CALL SOMEONE, BUT EVEN 
THE PHONES WERE GONE. 



































BEGAN TO REMEMBER.. 


s*<y 1 * m , 

■®rzsi 

1 r>- 


pL \s igv round? * 

k S^Se where. .. imsj 

LJEi 

THE CHILD BEGAN TO SING A MOURNFUL 
TUNE. IT SOUNDED FAMILIAR TO ME. HER 
VOICE WAS HIGH AND BURE. 


A PROSTITUTE SANG THE SONG.. 

A REFORMED PROSTITUTE. SHE'D GONE TO, 
NEWTOWN TO WORK AS A NURSE IN A 
HOSPITAL FOR CRIPPLED CHILDREN. 


MT LIFE WAS FILLED WITH BROKEN CHILDREN. 
WHO WAS THIS GIRL BUT ANOTHER RUINED 
NURSERY RHYME? 


WE WALKED ALONG A WHILE. SHE ONLY SAIdI 
A FEW WORDS. SHE KNEW MY NAME. 


r YOU'RE A SEEKErT^ 

HARRY. IF YOU SEEK, | 
YOU'LL NEVER FIND. 
HAVENT YOU HEARD? 
DIDNTYOU KNOW? DONtI 
.YOU KNOW ANYVHINGtA 


THE GIRL WAS ME. 


CHAPPIE'S VOICE WAS BEAUTIFUL. 
THE GIRL'S NAME WAS VIOLET. I GOT THE 
GIRL A ROOM, SO SHE COULD AT LEAST 
BATHE AND REST A WHILE. 


...GET YOUR' 
THINGS 
TOGETHER 
LETS GET OUT. 
OF HERE." A 


'/^LL MY THINGS? ALL THE EIGHTEEN' 
SUITS, ALL THE CUSTOM-MADE SHOES 
AND THE EIGHTEEN DOZEN SHIRTS. AND 
THE CUFF LINKS AND THE PLATINUM KEY 
.CHAINS, AND THE CIGARETTE CASES?J^ 


W 'COME ON WHERE? \ 
J BACK TO A ONE-ROOM ] 
APARTMENT THAT I CANT 
PAY FOR? BACK TO A 
STORY THAT MAY SELL 
AND VERY POSSIBLY / 
L WILL NOT?' y 


^IFYOLT 
LOVE ME, 

. JOE." . 


“"LOOK, SWEETIE—BE PRACTICAL I'VE^i 
GOT A GOOD THING HERE. A LONG-TERM 
CONTRACT WITH NO OPTIONS. I LIKE IT THAT 
WAY. MAYBE ITS NOT VERY ADMIRABLE, j 
L WELL. YOU AND ARTIE CAN BE A 
ADMIRABLE." 


"JOE, I CAN'T 
LOOKATYOU 
ANYMORE." 


^ "NOBODY 
ASKED YOU.. 


KNEW THAT I WAS NEVER 
GOING HOME AGAIN. 




















INSANELY, I FOUND MYSELF GOING 
ALONG. I'D ALREADY RAID FOR THE ROOM; 
I FIGURED VIOLET WOULD LET HERSELF 
OUT AFTER HER BATH. 


WE WENT BACK. TO THE CHATEAU. 
CHRIS WALKEN AND HELMUT NEWTON 
WERE IN THE ELEVATOR I DONT THINK 
THEY WERE TOGETHER. 


Almost au*^ 
OF THEM ARE 
UNBELIEVABLY 
UNAPPEALING. 


f LET ME ^ 
SHOWER; THEN 
WE'LL GO OVER. 


CHAPPIE AND I WENT TO DOMINICK'S 
AFTER HIS SHOW. WE CUT UP OLD TIMES. 
HE WAS ANXIOUS TO SEE BETH AGAIN 
_ AND MEET THE KIDS. 


I WAS REMINDED OF THAT FAMOUS DAVID 
BAILEY QUOTE; "THERE IS NOTHING MORE 
UNATTRACTIVE THAN THE SIGHT OF FOUR 
_ MEN IN A CAR" 


HE MENTIONED SOMETHING CALLED "NEW 
REALISM". HE SAID A LOT OF HOLLYWOOD 
CELEBRITIES WERE INTO IT. WHEN I TRIED 
PINNING HIM DOWN, HE TALKED ABOUT 
HOW HE HAD RECENTLY BEEN HIRED TO 
SING AT NED ROREM'S BIRTHDAY 
PARTY IN THE HAMPTONS. 


WE DROVE THROUGH AN UNSEASONAL 
>OWNPOUR. I FELT LIKE BURT LANCASTER IN 
THE SWIMMER—I KNEW THAT MY HOUSE 
WOULD BE EMPTY ONCE I GOT THERE. 


CHAPPIE AND BETH WERE IN OLIVERI 
TOGETHER IN GRADE SCHOOL. HE WAS 
TELLING ME THAT OLD STORY ABOUT 
BETH BLANKING IN THE MIDDLE OF 
_"WHO WILL BUY? 1 


HE SAID HIS FEE FOR SOMETHING LIKE 
THAT WAS EIGHTY-FIVE GRAND. 


I TURNED THE LIGHT ON AND STARTED; 
IT WAS FILLED WITH PEOPLE. I DIDNT 
RECOGNIZE MOST OF THEM. 


IN THE DINING ROOM, I RAN INTO 
THE SENATOR HE WAS CORDIAL, 
THEN BEGAN TO TALK INTO A TINY 
TAPE RECORDER. 


P THEY ARE STORMING ME NOW^ 
I AM UNTO VAGRANCY AND THEY 
ARE STORMING ME. I AM WARM WITH 
THEIR IMAGININGS. THE HEART 
> AS KILL ZONE... _-4 


WHEN WE GOT THERE, THE 
HOUSE WAS DARK. 
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BETH CAME OVER AND KISSED ME; 
SHE WAS THE BETH I KNEW, THE ONE 
WITHOUT THE ROLLS OF FAT OR 
FRACTURED MONOLOGUES. 


SHE WALKED ME THROUGH THE HOUSE AS 
5 COTY SANG FOR THE GROUP. 


IjOSIE WAS IN THE BEDROOM, PACKING. SHE 
BARELY ACKNOWLEDGED ME. 


V DARLING, ^ 
WHAT ABOUT ALL 
THESE BOOKS? 
THERE ARE JUST 
. TOO MANY. . 


WmO WILL BUYTHIS^ 
\ WdlPERFUL MORNING? 
[SUCH A SKY YOU NEVER 
\ ' DID SEE.* A 


THEN PACK THE THIN ONES. 
LIKE THE ARRABAL AND THE LITTLE 
RADIGUET. HE'S GOT TO HAVE 
HIS BOOKS, MOTHER. 


SHE LED ME UPSTAIRS. SHE TOLD ME SHE 
WAS TAKING A DRUG CALLED CERVDYL TO 
FACILITATE WOMB DREAMING. 


I WHO WILL TIE IT UP WITH A RIBBON, AND PUT 
IT IN A BOX FOR ME? 


DEIRDRE WAS IN THE BATHROOM, 
TALKING INTO THE MIRROR. ICOULDNT 
MAKE A LOT OF ITOUT BUT THERE WERE 
PARTS ABOUT A SWAN AVENGING ITSELF 
ON A HUNTER WHO HAD KILLED ITS 
MATE THE MONTH BEFORE. 


/PACKTHE > 

¥ INTERMEZZI— 
'THEGOULD. HE'LL 
, GO NUTS WITHOUT 
i HIS BRAHMS. / 


W BETH, WHAT 
V ABOUTTHESE? 

I'M NOT SURE THE 
ROOMSWILL HAVE 
CD PLAYERS. . 


THATS 

FROM 

KWAIDAN. 


f THEN. WITH 
HER BEAK, SHE 
TORE OPEN HER 
OWN BODY AND 
DIED BEFORE THE 
.HUNTER'S EYES.. 


ITHERE’LL NEVER BE A DAY SO SUNNY; 
IT COULD NOT HAPPEN TWICE... 


WHERE IS THE MAN WITH ALL THE MONEY? 


TOMMY WAS IN COTYS ROOM. OLD FAMILY 
PHOTOS WERE SPREAD ACROSS THE BED. 
SOMEONE HAD COVERED THE MIRRORS 
WITH NEWSPAPER. 


VIOLET WAS SHOWING SOMETHING TO THE 
MAPS-TO-THE-STARS BOY: HE KNELT 
BEFORE HER LIKE A MYSTICAL SHOE CLERK 
IN A POSTER CHILD'S EMPORIUM. 


I GAVE UP THE BEST YEARS OF MY LIFE 
AND WHAT HAVE YOU DONE? YOU FLOPPEDI 
COULDNT EVEN HOLD THAT JOB IN THE 
DRUGSTOREI SO I'M GOING BACK TO WORK 
FOR MYSELF AND THAT MEANS I'M GOING 
TO LIVE FOR MYSELF, TOO. AND IN CASE 
YOU DONT UNDERSTAND ENGLISH. I'M 
GONNA GET A DIVORCE. WHAT HAVE YOU 
L GOT TO SAY TO THAT? 


I'LL VISIT YOU, 
HARRY. I'M REALLY 
GONNAMISSOUR 
CLANDESTINE 
^ STREET LIFE. ^ 


f I WAS JUST ~ 
GOINGTHROUGH 
SOME OF THESE... 
BETH SAID ITS ALL 
GOINGTOBE 
L THROWN OUT. a 


WHO WILL BUY THIS WONDERFUL FEELING? 
I'M SO HIGH, I SWEAR I COULD FLY... 


ME OH MY, I DONT WANT TO LOSE IT. 


ITS CHEAP AT HALF THE PRICE. 


SO WHAT AM I TO DO? 
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I STOPPED IN DEIRDRE'S ROOM. CHICRIE AND PAIGE WERE THERE. CONTEMPLATING A 
CONFIGURATION OF STONES. HER FACE WAS WET WITH TEARS. CHICRIE SAID HE WANTED 
TO TELL ME A POEM—A "GOING-AWAY HAIRU." 


REMEMBER THIS ONE? PACIFIC OCEAN 
PARR. '67. REMEMBER HOWTHEYGAVE 
US RETCHUP BOTTLES FILLED WITH PAINT? 

AND WE'D SQUIRT 'EM ON THESE 
REVOLVING CARDBOARD SQUARES AND 
MARE THESE PSYCHEDELIC PAINTINGS? 


AND / WOULD KEEP IT AS A TREASURE—TO LAST MY WHOLE LIFE LONGI 


'ON THE EVE OF DEATH / THE AUTUMN 
CICADA IS / LOUDER THAN EVER." 
BEAUTIFUL. HUH. HARRY? 


WHEN I CAME DOWNSTAIRS. EVERYONE 
WAS STILL AND EXPRESSIONLESS. I WAS 
HANDED MY SUITCASE AND WE BEGAN 
THE DREAMLIRE PROCESSION OUTSIDE. 
COTY FOLLOWED US. SINGING. EVERYONE 
SLOWLY JOINED IN. 


WHO WILL BUY THIS WONDERFUL FEELING? 
I'M SO HIGH, I SWEAR I COULD FLYI 


SO WHAT AM I TO DO, TO KEEP 
THE SKY SO BLUE? 


ME OH MY, IDONT WANT TO LOSE IT ., 


TO BE CONTINUED.. .WILD PALMS WILL SKIP NEXT MONTH'S ISSUE. 































HE GUILT-SHOPPED IN ROME, EXCEEDING HIS $2 0,000 CREDIT LINE. HE BOUGHT THINGS FOR I 
BETH. WHEN HE CALLED FROM HIS HOTEL, BETH SAID, "ROME WASNT BILLED IN A DAY." 


CAME TO Bl 
A HA/L, SOI 
WAY TOTE 


INDEED; IN A TWENTY-FOUR HOUR PERIOD, HARRY VISITED THE VATICAN WITH RAY BRADBURY 
AND WAS RAPED AT A ROOFTOP PARTY IN TRASTEVERE, WH ERE HE WAS GIVEN AN EXOTIC 
HALLUCINOGEN. HE WASNT TO FIND OUT UNTIL MUCH LATER THAT IT WAS AMAZ/NE* 
•(PRONOUNCED LIKE THE RIVER; LAST SYLLABLE READS "ZEEN.") 


PAIGE KATZ SHOWED UP AND URGED 
HIM TO RETURN TO THE STATES TO HELP 
PRODUCE A FILM CALLED MAPS TO THE 
STARS. IT WAS ABOUT A WHOREHOUSE 
IN BEL AIR, KIND OF AN AMERICAN 
BELIE DU JOUR. 


BETH GAINED FORTY POUNDS, AND 
HARRYS MOTHER-IN-LAW WAS 
HOSPITALIZED IN PALO ALTO AFTER 
SUFFERING A PROLAPSED UTERUS AND 
GENERAL NERVOUS BREAKDOWN. 


THE MAPS-TO-THE-STARS BOY 
INTRODUCED HARRY TO AN INVALID 
NAMED CHICKIE STEIN. STEIN WAS THE 
FOSTER CHILD OF THE PRODUCER DON 
SIMPSON AND LIVED AT THE BEACH IN A 
SHACK. THE CRIPPLED YOUNG MAN WAS 
THE EINSTEIN OF VIRTUAL REALITY. 


5Y BRUCE VAGNER ARTSY JULIAN ALLEfcT 


I IT WAS A 


KINKY, 

' /I 

1 TURBULENT 


1 YEAR FOR 


1 HARRY 


I WYCKOFF. I 

\ /A mH 

1 HE WENT TO EUROPE WITH CARRIE FISHER 1 

I AND DR. ARNOLD KLEIN. DERMATOLOGIST 1 

I_TO THE STARS._1 


\fimM / \J1§ '< \ ■ 

\lm S 

\ l ml 

ONE DAY. HARRY CAME HOME FROM THE 1 
MAPS TO THE STARS SET AND FOUND 1 
HIS HOUSE EMPTIED OF FURNITURE. HE 1 
KNEW IT WAS SENSELESS TO GO TO THE 1 
POLICE. HE WALKED TO HOLLYWOOD; 1 

HIS OLD FRIEND CHAPPIE STARFALL 1 

WAS SINGING AT THE CINEGRILL 

mjjll '^ > . mksL I 

1 

HI. 


iyi 

1 W _ M 

i 

0 
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1 HARRY PUT ON SPECIAL EIGLASSES 1 j 

I (CF: EIDETIC) AND HAD A CONVERSION 1 

1 EXPERIENCE: SUDDENLY, THE SHACK 1 1 




I TRANSFORMED ITSELF INTO AN ENORMOUS B 
I BALLROOM. IN THE "BALLROOM," CHICKIE B 
I LOOKED LIKE THE OLD TV PATRIARCH 1 j 

j LORNE GREENE. I 





















WHEN THEY GOT THERE, HARRY 
FOUND A SEA OF FAMILIAR FACES. 
COTY WAS SINGING 'WHO WILL BUY?' 
FROM OLIVEKI HARRY WEFT AT THE 
SONG'S SIMPLE PERVERSITY. 


HARRY REALIZED IT WAS A GOING-AWAY 
PARTY—FOR HIM. 


IT SEEMED LIRE EVERYONE HARRY EVER 
KNEW WAS IN THAT HOUSE: ALL THE 
_ HUNGRY GHOSTS. _ 


WHEN I AWAKENED IT WAS DAWN. I FOUND 
MYSELF IN A ROOM WITH FOUR SLEEPING 
MEN. ONE OF THEM HAD PECULIAR, 
HOWLING NIGHTMARES. 


HE WAS USHERED TO THE EMPTY POOL. 
HE COULD HEAR HIS SON SINGING. 

HE WAS LED TO THE DRAIN, 
_ THEN DOWN BELOW. _ 


I RAN MY HAND OVER MY HEAD; 
IT WAS SHAVED. _ 


IT WAS AROUND 5:45 a.m. THE HOWLING 
WOKE EVERYONE UP. BUT NOBODY 
GRUMBLED ABOUT IT. 


ipspl 

TlPf ' J 

1 




I •• 'll 


I 1 LOOKED AT THE OTHER MEN. EVERYONE j 
1 JUST LAY THERE, AS IF THEY WERENT 1 
SURE IF THEY WERE AWAKE OR 

1 DREAMING. NO ONE HAD MORE THAN 1 
TWO OR THREE MONTHS'GROWTH 
| ON HIS HEAD,_1 


WHILE HE WAITED FOR THE SHOW, HE 1 
LOITERED ON THE STAR-LINED BOULEVARD. H 
HE MET A LITTLE GIRL WHO SANG A 1 
PLAINTIVE SONG. HE RENTED HERA 1 

ROOM SO SHE COULD WASH. 

CHAPPIE KNEW BETH AND WAS ANXIOUS 1 
TO SEE HER HARRY DIDNTTELL HIM 
ABOUT THE EMPTY HOUSE— AND THAT 
HE'D HAD THE FEELING HE WOULD NEVER 
SEE BETH OR THE KIDS AGAIN. IT WAS 
JUST TOO SURREAL. 



B 

1 

M 

THE ONLY WORDS SHE SPOKE WERE 

TAKEN FROM MOVIES. 


AS THEY DROVE HOME, HARRY FELT LIKE 
BURT LANCASTER IN THE SUMMER, 

ONLY NOT AS GOOD-LOOKING. 

















WE WENT DOWNSTAIRS FOR BREAKFAST. 

I HAD NO IDEA WHERE WE WERE. I PEERED 
OUT THE WINDOW AND SAWA MINIVAN. 


WE TOOK TURNS WALKING DOWN THE 
COLD HALL AND USING THE BATHROOM. 

I FELT CREEPILY VULNERABLE, LIKE A BOY 
AWAY FROM HOME FOR THE FIRST TIME. 


SOMEONE CAME IN AROUND 6:30 AND 
TURNED ON THE LIGHTS. 


THAT GIRL FROM CAPE FEAR AND 
HER BOYFRIEND. THE ROBBER FROM 
THELMA & LOUISE, WERE SUPPOSEDLY 
BIG ON IT—AS WERE VALERIE HARPER. 
TODD RUNDGREN, CHARLES NELSON 
REILLY. AND PAULA AND EMILIO. 

I DIDNT KNOW MUCH ABOUT IT. 


BY THE LOOK OF 
THE DECAL. I 
FIGURED I WAS IN 
SOME KIND OF 
HALFWAY HOUSE. I'D 
READ A FEW 
ARTICLES ABOUT 
SYNTH IOTICS 
—THEY ALSO 
CALLED IT NEW 
REALISM—IN BUZZ 
ANDWWD.IT WAS 
THE LATEST 
CELEBRITY FAD. 
THE MEMBERS 
CALLED 
THEMSELVES 
"TECHNO- 
SHAMANISTS." 


ONE THING I DID KNOW: I WAS STARVING. BEFORE EATING. 
WE JOINED HANDS. 


THE GIRL NEXT TO ME SUDDENLY SPOKE. 


THE PALM ATTHE END OF THE MIND/BEYOND THE 
LAST THOUGHT, RISES/IN THE BRONZE DECOR 
, ^_ KOFtEDE IKIMASHOIBANZAII _ 


5Z YOU'RE THE AGENCY^® 
' GUY WHO HAD THE 1 
BREAKDOWN. RIGHT? 

IN THE MIDDLE OF MAKING 
THAT MOVIE—WHAT 
l WAS IT CALLED? MAPS TO l 
A THE... MAPS TO THE / 
STARS? ^ 1 


TO BE CONTINUED... 
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LIFE AT SYNTHIOTICS HOUSE WAS STRANGE. 
I HAD LONG CHATS WITH THE HOWLING BOY. 
THE ONE WHO HAS TERRIBLE NIGHTMARES. 



HE LIKED TALKING ABOUT THE BIG BANG. 


SHE SAID SHE WAS IN TRAINING AT THE 
WILD PALMS AGENCY—WHAT THEY 
CALL A "SHADOW AGENT'—WHEN ONE 
DAY SHE SLAPPED A CLIENT HARD 
ACROSS THE FACE. FOR NO REASON. 



THEY PUT HER ON MEDICAL LEAVE; THATS 
HOW SHE WOUND UP IN SYNTHIOT1CS. 


WE WERE BOTH STANDING THERE LIKE THAT 
WHEN SOMEONE CALLED FROM THE STAIRS. 



RICKY WAS FROM VEGAS. HE DIDNT DO SO 
WELL DURING THE RIOTS; HE WAS CRYING 
ALL THE TIME. ABOUT A MONTH LATER. HE 
WAS WATCHING THE NEWS AND THEY WERE 
TALKING ABOUT THAT JAPANESE FILM 
DIRECTOR WHO GOT HIS LYMPH NODES 
SLASHED BYTHEYAKUZA. 



RICKY GOT SO DEPRESSED THAT HE LOST 
FIFTEEN POUNDS IN ABOUT THREE DAYS. 



WHEN I TOLD HER I KNEW THE SENATOR, 
SHE WAS IMPRESSED. THEN IT OCCURRED 
TO ME SHE MIGHT HAVE THOUGHT I WAS 
LYING ABOUT IT. 



WERE WAS A PRETTY GIRL ATTHE HOUSE- 
THE ONE WHO KNEW ABOUT ME AND MAPS 
TO THE STARS. SHE WAS FROM THE 
MIDWEST; THE HAIR ON HER ARMS WAS 
LIKE FIELDS OF WHEAT. 



I ALWAYS REMEMBER THIS INTERVIEW WITH 
CHARLES BRONSON I READ WHEN I WAS 
ABOUT ELEVEN. HE SAID HE WAS ADDICTED 
TO WOMEN, EVEN THE HAIR ON THEIR ARMS. 
I DIDNT UNDERSTAND IT THEN, BUT IT STUCK 
WITH ME. 


I CAUGHT HER IN THE HALLWAY AND KISSED 
HER NECK. HER EYES GOT BLACK AS TAR 
AND SHE SWOONED A LITTLE. SHE HAD A 


FLAIR FOR DRAMA. 



TO BE CONTINUED... 






















































ARE YOU 
WELL? 


WELL 

ENOUGH. 


BETH LOOKED 
BEAUTIFUL. WE SAT 
OUTSIDE BY THE POOL. 
THE SKY WAS THE WAY IT 
WAS IN CONTEMPT—AH 
ELECTRIC BLUE THAT 
MADE YOUR HAIR STAND 
ON END WITH SOME KIND 
OF ABSTRACT REGRET. 


W I'M GOING AWAY^ 
FOR A WHILE—TO NEW 
YORK. THE KIDS'LL STAY 
S. WITH JOSIE. si 


r CHAPS DOING A LITTLE TOUR OF 
EUROPE. HE'S GOING OVER ON A BOAT 
AND HE INVITED ME AND ITHOUGHTTHAT 


IT MIGHT BE FUN. 


E OUVE^ 
•J SEEING 

:hap? A 


eSS —n 


COTYTOLD ME A DUMB JOKE: WHAT DO 
YOU CALL A DWARF WITH ESP WHO'S 
ESCAPED FROM PRISON? A SMALL 
MEDIUM AT LARGE. 


WHERE WAS ROBERT BLY WHEN YOU 
NEEDED HIM? WHERE WERE ALL THE 
WEEKEND SEMEN-SHAMEN? PROBABLY 
OUT FUCKING OTHER MEN'S WIVES. THATS 
WHAT MADE THE WORLD GO 'ROUND. 


WHY CHAP 
STARFALL? 


HE MAKES 
ME COME. 


THE WHOLE WHIRLIGIG WORLD WAS A 
SHITHEEL CULT OF IDIOT ADULTERERS. 












































I LEFT THE SYNTHIOTICS HOUSE. I HAD 
ABOUT S5K IN A WELLS FARGO ACCOUNT 
THAT NO ONE KNEW ABOUT. 


WE MOVED INTO AN APARTMENT ON SOUTH 
REEVES. NEAR THE GRADE SCHOOL I USED 
TO GO TO. I TOOK DREAMY. SERPENTINE 
WALKS PAST ARCANE LITTLE-BOY PLACES I 
HADNT THOUGHT ABOUT IN THIRTY YEARS. 


WHEN IT GOT DARK, I STOOD IN THE MIDDLE 
OF THE EMPTY PLAYGROUND. FOR A 
MINUTE. I THOUGHT SOMETHING WAS 
GOING TO SWOOP ME UP AND CARRY ME 
INTO SPACE. IT GAVE ME THE COOL WILLIES. 


THE PLAYGROUND MADE ME THINK ABOUT 
GOING TO SEE MY KIDS, BUT I KNEW NOW 
WASNT THE TIME. 


I TOOK RANDAWITH ME 


THERE WAS ALWAYS MOVIE STUFF WHEN 
I WAS GROWING UP. ONCE, I WAS RIDING 
MY STING-RAY SOMEWHERE PAST 
ELEVADO AND I SAWTHEM SHOOTING 
THE GRADUATE. 


I THINK WHEN I WAS OLDER, I MIGHT EVEN 
HAVE HAPPENED BY THE WILSHIRE THE 
EXACT MOMENT THEY WERE WHEELING 
OUT BARBARA HUTTON. THAT WAS 
AROUND THE TIME WARREN BEATTY WAS 
LIVING THERE; I EVEN USED TO SEE JULIE 
CHRISTIE WALKING UP AND DOWN CAMDEN 
AND BEDFORD DRIVE. 


ON THE WAY HOME, I DUCKED INTO THE OLD 
BEVERLY WILSHIRE. IT WAS OWNED BY THE 
JAPANESE NOW. I REMEMBERED WALKING 
THROUGH THE LOBBY WHEN I WAS A BOY 
AND SEEING GENE WILDER WITH A SHEEP 
IN HIS ARMS. THEY WERE SHOOTING A 
WOODYALLEN MOVIE. 


ANOTHER TIME, A BUNCH OF 
US WERE ALL LOOKING FOR 
THE BEATLES, BUT SOMEHOW I 
WOUND UP SITTING WITH ED 
SULLIVAN AT A BOOTH IN THE 


I WOULD'VE MADE A GREAT CELEBRITY 


POLO LOUNGE INSTEAD. 


BALLROOM OF THE WILSHIRE, AND I DUCKED IN. 


.SENATOR TONY 
KREUTZER1 


^NOW TECHNOLOGY FOR CHEAP REALITY I s’ 

HERE—AND THE WILD PALMS GROUP IS IN 
THE EYE OF THE POSTSYMBOLIC STORM. 
LADIES AND GENTLEMEN, IT IS MY GREAT 
HONOR, THROUGH THE JOINT EFFORT OF 
OUR FRIENDS—PARTNERS—IN KAWASAKI 
AND KANSAI, TO INTRODUCE A VISIONARY; 
TOMORROWS REALITICIAN AND TODAYS 
BRIDGE BETWEEN HUMAN WETWARE AND , 
K_HIGH-END TELEPRESENCE... 


. 








TO BE CONTINUED... 




























































I SPENT THE NEXT FEW 
WEEKS REAPING TRUE 
CRIME. I'D BEEN 
INTERESTED IN THAT 
STUFF SINCE I WAS A 
KID; I SEGUED PRETTY 
EASILY FROM 
HOLOCAUST 
MORBIDITIES INTO 
AMERICANA ROADKILL. 
KIDS MY AGE WERE IN 
AT THE GROUND FLOOR 
OF ALL THE SERIAL 
STUFF-IT WAS LIKE 
BEING AROUND ATTHE 
BIRTH OF ROCK 'N' ROLL. 


[__MTsOMEn¥jGABOUT^ 
I SEEING THE SENATOR LIKE THAT 
SPOOKED ME. I HAD SO MUCH 
HISTORY WITH THE MAN. YET 
COULDNT PUT ANYTHING 
TOGETHER; MY EXPERIENCE WAS 
FRACTURED. I FELT LIKE ONE OF 
THOSE PEOPLE OLIVER SACKS 
WRITES ABOUT. 


THE ONE I LOVED THE MOSTWASTHE 
"HI-FI" MURDERS. WHERE THE ROBBERS 
POURED DRANO DOWN THE THROATS OF 
CUSTOMERS AT A STEREO SHOP. 


RAN HOME TO BED. 


ALL THE MURDERER INTERVIEWS I EVER 


RANDA WAS PRETTY GOOD 
ABOUT IT. AT FIRST. I TOLD 
HER I HAD THE FLU. SHE 
HAD THIS LITTLE JOKE 
SHE'D MAKE WHEN SHE 
WAS HORNY. 


READ WOUND UP SAYING THE SAME THING; 
KILLING WAS ADDICTIVE. ONCE YOU 
STARTED. IT WAS HARD TO STOP. 

I WONDERED WHAT MY PREDILECTION 
WOULD BE. MEN OR WOMEN? KIDS?THE 
ELDERLY? HOW STRONG WOULD TH E 
SEXUAL ELEMENT BE? 


ITS BALMY ^ 
OUT. PONT YOU 
THINK ITS 
BALMY? i 


IT WAS OBVIOUS 
TO ME I WAS 
DEPRESSED. 
MAYBE I'D START 
SEEING A 
SHRINK, THEN 
KILL HIM - 
THATSWHAT 
HAPPENEDTO A 
NICE JEWISH 
THERAPIST IN 
CULVER CITY 
AYEAR OR 
SO AGO. 


IT WAS HARD FOR ME TO 
GET AROUSED. I THOUGHT 
ABOUT THE TRUE CRIME 
VICTIMSANDTHE 
COMMENTS THEYD 
REPORTEDLY MADE WHILE 
BEING RAPED. MUTILATED. 
AND KILLED. FREAKY LITTLE 
DEADPAN THINGS LIKE 
"BOY. I THINK YOU REALLY 
RIPPED SOMETHING 
DOWN THERE." 


AS AN ANTIDOTE. I WENT TO BOOK SOUP 
AND BOUGHT A BUNCH OF RAY CARVER. 
THEN I BOUGHT A BOOK OF TRIBUTE 
ESSAYS TO CARVER. AND THAT 
DEPRESSED ME EVEN MORE. HIS 
BEATIFICATION WAS BECOMING A RANK. 
HOMELY LITTLE COTTAGE INDUSTRY. 
STARRING TESS GALLAGHER 
_ ASCORETTAKING. _ 


RANDA WENT TO SAN DIEGO TO SEE HER 
FOLKS. I STARTED FEELING BETTER ONCE 
SHE WAS GONE; IWASNT SURE WHY. 


I RETURNED THE BOOKS AND BOUGHTA 
COUPLE OF BIOS; ONE ON DEAN MARTIN 
AND ONE ON EMILY DICKINSON. I DECIDED 
THIS WAS THE TIME TO GET HOOKED ON 
DICKINSON; SHE WAS REALLY GONNA BE 
HOT THIS YEAR HOLLYWOOD WAS GOING 
TO ANNOUNCE THREE SEPARATE 
PROJECTS IN DEVELOPMENT ANY 
MINUTE - SHE WAS GOING TO BE 
THE NEW FRIDA KAHLO. 


I TOOK LONG NIGHT WALKS THROUGH 
BEVERLY HILLS. I PASSED THE CHURCH 
WHERE THEY SHOT THE WEDDING SCENE 
IN 10 - THE ONE WHERE DUDLEY 
MOORE'S ROLLS SLAMS INTO A COP CAR. 
THERE WAS A CROWD MILLING AROUND; 

I WENT INSIDE. 



























THEY WALKED ME OUTSIDE. THEY SAID 
THEY WANTED TO DO A REMAKE OF THAT 
BURT LANCASTER MOVIE THE SWIMMER, 
WHERE A GUY SWIMS HOME THROUGH THE 
SUBURBS, USING HIS NEIGHBORS' TOOLS. 


IT WAS A SYNTHIOTICS MEETING. I WAS 
ABOUT TO BOLT WHEN ICAUGHTTHE EYE 
OF JIM BELUSHI. HE WAS WITH DANA 
DELANY - I KNEWTHEM MOSTLY FROM 
PARTIES. THEY WERE NEVER WPA CLIENTS. 


THAT NIGHT, I DREAMED I WAS 
THE SWIMMER. 


I TOLD THEM THEY SHOULD TAKE IT TO 
ALTMAN. BELUSHI THOUGHTTHAT WAS A 
GREAT IDEA BUT WORRIED ABOUT ALTMAN 
HAVING TOO MUCH ON HIS PLATE. DANA 
SAID THE PRE-PLAYER ALTMAN WOULD 
HAVE BEEN PERFECT. SHE MENTIONED 
THAT ALTMAN'S NEXT PICTURE WAS 
BASED ON A BOOK OF STORIES BY 
RAYMOND CARVER. 


ITHOUGHTOF ALL THE POOLS I'D EVER 
KNOWN. WITH AND WITHOUT WATER I 
THOUGHTOF ROBERT MORSE; THE WHOLE 
WORLD WAS A GREAT GOLDEN MOUTH 
CALLED CONNECTICUT, WITH THE SLAM, 
BANG, TANG REMINISCENT OF 
GIN AND VERMOUTH. 


HE WAS AT TH E END OF A STORY ABOUT 
SECOND CITY AND SOME GUY CALLED 
TONY THE BROOM. BELUSHI GOT THIS DEAD 
LOOK ON HIS FACE AND STARTED TO MOAN. 
EVERYONE WAS HOWLING; I WISH I'D 
HEARD THE WHOLE THING. 


WITHIN THE DREAM, I KEPT SEEING 
BELUSHI'S FACE, MOANING. THE WAY A 
SPINNING CARCASS EXHALES IN HELL. 


I WAS JOSEPH 
CAMPBELL AND 
RAY CARVER AND 
BILL HOLDEN AND 
JOHNCHEEVER, 
A REGULAR 
BEEHIVE OF 
BISHOPIFIED 
FATHERS. 


EACH POOL I 
LEAPT INTO 
WAS BIGGER 
THAN THE LAST, 
UNTIL FINALLY I 
FELTASIFIN 
AN OCEAN. 


I AM GOING TO KILL SENATOR 
ANTON KREUTZER 


WHEN I AWAKENED, IT WAS WITH A BIRTH 
SCREAM. I KNEW WHAT I HAD TO DO, AND 
NOTHING WAS GOING TO STOP ME. 





















MAYBE I WAS JUST BEING PARANOID. 
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RANDA CAME BACK. FROM SAN DIEGO, 
THEN MOVED OUT. ON CHRISTMAS EVE I 
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WHEN THE GUIDE SAID WE WERE IN FRONT 
OF THE "LAVISH GINGERBREAD HOME OF 
COTYWYCKOFF," I WAITED UNTIL WE MOVED 
ON. AS SOON AS WE WERE AROUND THE 
CORNER, I RAN TO THE FRONT OF THE BUS 
AND SAID I HAD TO THROW UP: HE 
GRUDGINGLYLETMEOFF. 


COTY WAS A BIG STAR NOW. HE WAS 
ABOUT TO START A PICTURE WITH 
COSTNER—SOME KIND OF PAPER MOON 
THING; AFTER THAT, HE WAS SUPPOSED TO 
DO 73. HE WAS GOING TO PLAY A NEW 
BREED OF BOY-TERMINATOR MADE IN THE 
IMAGE OF ITS CREATOR, A CHILD GENIUS 
OF THE FUTURE. PRETTY WILD. 


I WENT TO THE CHINESE THEATRE 
BOOKED ONE OF THOSE HOLLYWOOD 
TOURS. I TOOK THE MOST EXPENSIVE ONE; I 


THE BUS WAS FILLED WITH SCARY WHITE 
FAT-ASSES—EXCEPT FOR ONE. HE SAID HE 
HAD AIDS AND WAS FROM DAYTON, OHIO. 
HE WAS OBSESSED WITH ELTON JOHN AND 
CAROLE BAYER SAGER; HE SHOWED ME 
SIGNED COPIES OF CARIBOU AND 'THATS 
WHAT FRIENDS'ARE FOR." 



I STILL THINK SHE AND BURT B. MIGHT^ J 

GET BACK TOGETHER BUT IT MIGHT BE 


HE REMINDED ME OF CHICKIE STEIN. 




DONT YOU EVER SAY THAT TO ME—AND 
DONTYOU UNDERESTIMATE MEI WHEN YOL I 
KILLED YOUR DAUGHTER, YOUR PULSE 
NEVER ROSE ABOVE NORMAL—WE'RE 
ALIKE THAT WAY. BUT MY CRIMES WILL BE 
GRANDER. I ASSURE YOU; ONE DAY, I'LL 
PUT OUT THE SUN—AND MAKE BARE 


AS I RAN, I THOUGHT ABOUT THIS SHOW I 
SAW ON PUBLIC ACCESS CALLED 
DRIVEWAYS OF THE RICH AND FAMOUS 
WHERE THEY WENT THROUGH 
STREISAND'S GARBAGE. 
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A BLACK. DOG RAN TOWARD THE WALL, AND 
MY SON TURNED: C01Y AND I LOCKED EYES. 


I SAW THE GERMAN AU PAIR GIRL, AND 
THEN I SAWTABBA—THIS TIME I 
COULDNT AVOID IT. HER BREATH HAD 
THE SCARY. END-OF-THE-ROAD SMELL 
OF AMPHETAMINES. 


IVE BEEN 
LOOKING FOR 
PAIGE. SEEN 
VHER?_^ 


WHYDYOU 

RUNAWAY? 


holmby 

hills 

hospital 


f SHE’S IN A PRIVATE HOSPITAL. 
HOLMBY HILLS. BRING HER SOMETHING 
FOR THE VCR—SHE LOVES TATI. SHE 
l WONT WANT TO TALK TO YOU IF YOU 
PONT BRING A CASSETTE._^ 


I THOUGHT OF MURDERING HER. AS A 
REHEARSAL FOR THE SENATOR; I WAS 
GETTING A LITTLE PSYCHO-KILLER 
QU'EST-CE QUE CEST. BETTER TO KEEP 
FOCUSED. 


1 RAN AND RAN—PAST BIG AND LITTLE 1 
SANTA MONICA WHERE THE RAILROAD I 
TRACKS USED TO BE, PAST BRIGHTON WAY, ■ 

1 DECIDED TO GO BACK TO THE SYNTHIOTICS 
MEETING I’D SEEN JIM BELUSHI AT. 

PAST W1LSHIRE AND CHARLEVILLE AND ■ 
GREGORY AND OLYMPIC... 

NO, I’M TELLING YOU, 1 'll 

[ READ IT SOMEWHERE AND I’M ) 1 

M j G 11H 

: \ 

V SERIOUS: SHEENA EASTON’S J 1 
X. WORTH $67 MILLION. .,/ 

fj m 

m • r%.' > Jrl 



rf /I 

I THERE WAS JUST ONE PERSON WHO 1 

1 COULD HELP ME: PAIGE KATZ 1 HAD NO ■ 
IDEA WHERE TO FIND HER. 

THAT W /VwM A] 

^gfljUST A BULLSHIT / / J 

111 * i M 














THATS PAIGE 
k THERE. 


VISITING HOUR WAS OVER BUT THEY LET ME 
STAY. PAIGE HAD AIDS. SHE HAD SOME 
RIND OF PNEUMONIA CALLED POP. SHE SAID 
SHE HAD TUBERCULOSIS IN HER LIVER. AND 
HER LEFT LUNG HAD COLLAPSED. SHE HAD 
TO HAVE A PLEURECTOMY. IDIDNT WANT TO 
ASR WHAT THAT WAS. 


SEE THIS. HARRY? TOWN & COUNTRY: CZ 
GUEST IN PALM BEACH. VILLA ARTEMIS, 
1969. REMINDS ME OF TATI —EVERYTHING 
REMINDS ME OF JACQUES TATI. 
ACTUALLY SAW HIM ONCE. YOU RNOW, 
HERE IN LA, AT THE ROOSEVELT. 
DURING AN EARLY FILMEX. I FOLLOWED 
HIM. LIRE A RUNTY FRENCH DOG IN 
L ONE OF HIS FILMS. 


I WONDERED IF SHE GAVE IT TO ME. I DIDNT 
CARE. I WAS GOING TO RILL MYSELF AFTER 
THE ASSASSINATION ANYWAY. 


PAIGE WAS DELIRIOUS. 


YOU RNOW BETH IS DEAD, DONT YOU? 
THEY BURIED HER—JOSIE AND YOUR 
FRIEND CHAP STARFALL COTY WAS 
THERE. TOO. SOME EAGLE SCOUT HE 
TURNED OUT TO BE. > 


H THINK YOU’D 
BETTER LEAVE 

Know, a 


JOSIE STRANGLED 'WBBEfWir. % 
HER AT WILD PALMS. 

SOMETIMES LOVE AINT 
E NOUGH—J UST LI RE 

THE SONG SAYS, HUH. 

HARRY? WONT THEY EVER STOP TALRING ^ 
ABOUT BABE PALEY THE WAY THEY DO?THE 
MYTH OF BABE PALEY. SHE WAS JUST A 
lWHORE OF OLYMPUS. LIRE ALL OF THE OTHERS. 



/^?M LOORIN^ 1 uk M 
( FRIEND. HER NAME IS 
■jj|hgr~V PAIGE RATZ. 


IT" Pc 

' 1 r ' 1 

__ ( 77 
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jY 1 HELr' 

LfUf YOU? 
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WRITTEN BY BRUCE WAGNER ART BY JUUAN ALLEN 


GIVEN TO HIM BY THE MAPS TO THE 


While the preamer negotiatep his 

MOTHERS NETHERWORLP REQUEST, 
SOMETHING BENEATH THE BEP 
- , GROUNPEP ITS OCCUPANT LIKE 
BALLAST: AN OLP “POLICEMAN'S 32.” 


STARS BOY ABOUT A CENTURY A: 
HARRY KNEW WHAT IT WAS NOW:-; 
WEAPON OF HIS PESTINY....« 


■■fTHATNiGHT 
HARRY WYCKOFF 
PREAMEP OF HIS 
MOTHER. SHE WAS 
I AT A PAY PHONE, 
CALLINGFROMAPEAD, 
WINCY PLACE. 


SHE WAS TRYING TO GET HIM TO COt 
. MEET HER. SHE SAIP SHE WAS AT 
! VAG/jPONP, AN OLP THEATER (fl Wll 
feAR ALVARADO. If P BEEN A LOiGTI 
HEP THOUGHT ABOUT iER 


THE CIRCUMSTANCES SURROUNPING 
THIS GIFT WILL BE ELUCIDATED IN NEXT 
MONTH’S INSTALLMENT. 


WE LEAVE HARRY FOR A MOMENT. ACROSS TOWN, IN THE I 
H ILLS ESTATE OF SENATOR TONY KREUTZER, PR. SIG KRAU 
TO THE NEEPS OF HIS MOST FAMOUS PATIENT." 

"THE SENATOR'S SPEECH IS TAKEN VERBATIM FROM TRAI. ; ___ 

PROVIDED BY THE SYNTHETICS ARCHIVE SHORTLY AFTER HIS DEATH. 


OLMBY 
> TENPS 


^ .. .HAIRY, WOBBLING LITTLE— 
[INAUPIBLE] HAP-HAP-HAP-HAP- 
HAPPY TALKI TALK ABOUT THINGS 
YOU LIKE TO—IF YOU PONT HAVE A 
DREAM— [INAUPIBLE] SIMPLICIUS 
SIMPLICISSIMUS TERROR 
OF MY PAYS I 


OH NO... MISTAKEl SIMPLE MISTAKE. 
FUCK OF JESUS—ERROR OF MY WAYS. 
TERROR OF MY PAYS. SIMPLE ERRORI 
SIMPLICISSIMUS... [SINGS] TAKING HER 
CHILDREN AWAY, BECAUSE THEY SAID 
SHE WAS NOT A GOOD MOTHER'— 


THIS IS PR ^ 
KRAUS. I NEEPAN 
AMBULANCE, .r 


~ TONY, ~ 
PLEASEII NEEP TO 
KNOW HOW MUCH 
OFTHEPRUG 
YOU’VE TAKEN— 
h . PLEASEI y 


.. .IN FORNICATIONS ANP FILIGREEP 1 
MONSTROUS PALLIANCES, EVEN NIGHTLY 
DREAMINGS— ALL THREW POWN ANP 
WALLOWED IN HOLY PAY-IN PAY-OUTNESS, 
SO GAILY, UNBELIEVABLE. HIS CLOSELY 
WATCHEP MIPPLE-CLASS HABITS... J 


[HE] REPEATEP HIMSELF > 
EACH ANP EVERY MOMENT OF EACH ANP 
EVERY PAY, CRUMMY LITTLE HAYAKAWA 
THOUGHTS ANP ACTIONS, PRECIOUS 
MUNPANE RITUALS, EVEN BEST PUREST 
IMPROVISES UNNEUROTIC MOMENTS, 
REPEATED HIMSELF: WAKING, WAILING, 
PUKING, SLEEPING, SUCKING... 


[SINGING] ANP I AM 
TELLING YOU, I’M NOT 
-GOINGI*— 
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[INAUDIBLE. THEN SINGS] BETCHA BY 
GOLLY I VOW, YOU'RE THE ONE THATIYE 
BEEN WAITING FOR... FOREVERI 5 
[INAUDIBLE] SO PEACEFUL HEREI NO ONE 
STANDING OVER MY SHOULDER... j 


...NOBODY BREATHING IN MY EAR* 1 
[INAUDIBLE] [AND YOU] KNOW. SIGGY, 5 WHAT 
MATTERS? I MEAN, AFTER THE DOPE. WHAT 
REALLY MATTERS? [COUGHING JAG] PAIGE 
AND COTY? NO NO NO er~r .— ■ 
[INAUDIBLE, COUGHING] / 

^ANOTHER CAR WRECK,JP ]W 

THATS ALL ^f8*SpW ' M 


.. .EACH DRIBBLING FROM PRICK 
WORSHIPED LIKE BIG GENIUS MIRACLE, 
SEVENTY-ONE WHITE-HAIRED YEARS OF 
IT. ENOUGH: TRUE HORROR LYING IN 
HIS ANIMAL ENJOYMENT OF SAID 
REPETITION: HELL BEYOND SADE’S 
WILDEST IMAGININGSI 


r HELPME,TOsrr7^ 
WILL YOU? HELP ME ' 
UNTIL WE GETYOU TO/ 
L. ST.JOHNS. ...jit 


^[1 AM] NOTYOUR PRESIDENT, NEVER WASI WHOSE FAULT IS 
THIS, ANYWAY? HEY: [SINGS, LAUGHING] BLAME TON THE 
SONS, THE SONS THAT DIDNTSHINE [INAUDIBLE]—HERE’S 
WHO I AM THEN: WILLFUL BLOND 
LOCOMOTIVE. RUNNING ALONG THE 
BEACH, VERY JEFF CHANDLER: 
jV-^EUNKY SEE FUNKY DQt^rT T H 


r SHOOT ME UP, YOU [INAUDIBLE]... 
YEAH YEAH, SHOOT IT. SHAMANI THEN PUT 
k IT IN THE HOLE 6 WITH HAROLD WYCKOFFS 
kw WHINES AND WHISTLES. X 


¥ I CANT GIVE YOU ~ 
ANYTHING UNLESS YOU TELL 
i MEWHATYOUVETAKENI 

DAMMIT, TONYI A 


—TOGGING 1 

TOWARD SAID STITCHED 1 
PALACE BUILTTHERE, 
CONSORTIUM OF ROUGH 
YEARNINGS: 
PLAYED OUT, WILD-EYED. 

QUASI-BRAZEN, \ 
GARGOYLE-GRAVID, A / 
[COLON] OF REDRESS./j 
SHT COLOGNE... Ik 


J COMETOME } 
HARRY... MY SON/ 
MY SON. MY J 
k SON— A 


' LOU REED, "THE KIDS," BERLIN, 2 "AND I AM 
TELLING YOU I’M NOT GOING," DREAMGIRL&, 
S “BETCHA BY GOLLYWOW," THE STYLpTICS; 

4 “PEACEFUL," HELEN REDDY; 6 SIG KRAUS, 
KREUTZER'S PERSONAL PHYSICIAN; 6 KREU1ZER 
DEVELOPED A WELL-DOCUMENTED MANIA FOR 
PROBING HIS URETHRA WITH FOREIGN BODIES. 
HE WOULD ALSO CATHETERIZE HIMSELF, USING 
THE TUBE AS A CONDUIT FOR DRUGS, IN THIS 
CASE PROBABLY MIMEZINE. 


.. .ROARING, CHARM-BRACELETED. 

ENERVATED, SHAMANIZED, 
STUPOROUS... [TAPE RUNS OUT], 
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, HARRY CONTINUED TO \ ' 
l VISIT PAIGE KATZ AT 1 
I HOLM BY HILLS 1 
| HOSPITAL. SHE TOLD ] 
ft HIM WHAT HAD 
■ HAPPENED TO HIS WIFE. 


r WHEN CHAP AND BETH CAME BACK. 
FROM THEIR CRUISE, HE BROUGHT HER 
UP TO WILD PALMS. HE WAS LIKE NOEL 
COWARD ON DMT... .AND TALK ABOUT 
BABE PALEYI HE HAD BETH THINKING 
SHE WAS SLIM KEITH—MERLE 
OBERON, ANYWAY. SEE, IT WAS TIME 
L TO GIVE DEIRDRE UP— 


COTYS MINE,^^^H 
r YOU KNOW, I HAD HIM A 
WITH THE SENATOR. YOU 
MUST KNOW THAT—FRIGGIN' 
JACQUES TATI KNEW THAT. I 
MEAN. SOMEWHERE, HARRY, 
L YOU MUST HAVE FELT IT A 
||WON YOUR BODY.. 


' GIVE ^ 1 
HER UP? TO 
■ WHOM? . 


WHAT ABOUT 
LDEIRDRE? , 


NOT REALLY. 


'WHEN BETH FOUND OUT THE GRAND 
PLAN—THAT DEIRDRE WAS TO BE GIVEN 
TO COTY IN MARRIAGE—SHE BALKED." 


''SHE ESCAPED WITH THE LITTLE GIRL 
AND GOT AS FAR AS FRESNO. KRAUS 
^ DRAGGEDTHEMBACK._, 


"SYNTH IOTICS HOUSE, NEW MEXICO 
SOMEWHERE—GEORGIA O'KEEFFE MEETS 
PHIL DICK FOR A WRINKLY-NUDE, SUPER- 
TANNED, HEBEPHRENIC MINDFUCK ROMP." 


MY OLD 
SHRINK? 


~ SID KRAUS— 
THE ALL-SERVICE 
PSYCHIATRIST. 


"FEELING WAS THAT PRECIOUS DEIRDR^ 
WAS BEING WASTED. YOU KNOW. ANTON 
ALWAYS LOVEDTHAT SHE WAS MUTE; 
THOUGHT IT WAS A GREAT OMEN. SHE 
WAS STARTING TO NEED GUIDANCE BETH 


WHILE COTY AND THE LITTLE GIRL 
WATCHED. THEY JUST STOOD THERE, LIKE 
^ IT WAS ON TELEVISION." _ 


IVEGOT 
TO RUN. SEE 
vYOU... 


"I WAS THERE. KREUTZER WAS KISSIN' 
ME—KEPT ONE EYE ON THE DEATH 
SCENE; I FELT HIS PULSE SURGE. IT WAS 
SOMETHING OUT OF PASOLINI." 


SAME TIME 
NEXT WEEK?, 


"HOW DO YOU KNOW 
ALL THIS. PAIGE?' 


WRITTEN BY BRUCE WAGNER ART BY JULIAN ALLEN 



























ARE YOU 
FEELING? 


r LIKE THE VALENTINES^ 
DAY MASSACRE. FLUFF 
ME UP. WOULDJA. PAULA? 
iND KNOW WHATD BE FAB? 
IF YOU COULD RUSTLE 
UP THIS OLD COWGIRL 
^ SOME DILAUDID. A 


*AND THIS IS FROM TABBA 
. SCHWARTZKOF... 


THAT’S FROM 
JOS/E. 


AT SONGS END. THE LAST OF HARRY 
WYCKOFFS HUMANITY BLED AWAY; NOW 
HE TOO WAS FINALLY DRESSED— ALL . 
DRESSED UP TO GO AWAY HIS HEART 
HAD BEEN BROKEN AND WAS GROWING 
WINGS... 


THAT NIGHT, HARRY WENT AND SAW 
GEORGE "NO SHOW' JONES. 


THE FLEECY ARMATURE OF THOSE WINGS 
WERE SOON TO MAKE A TERRIFYING 
SHADOW UPON THE GROUND— 


UNFORTUNATELY. DICTATIONS OF 
DRAMA AND LIMITATIONS OF SR ACE 
PRECLUDED THIS MONTH'S EXPOSITION OF 
THE BRIEF TALE CONCERNING HARRYS 
FATEFUL ACQUISITION OF THE OLD 
"POLICEMANS .32"—BE ASSURED ITS 
PROMISED DEBUT WITHIN THESE PAGES 
WILL NOT BE RENEGED UPON. 
























"7 _<yi ;/ 

V WRITTEN BY BRUCE WAGNER ART BY JUL AN ALLEN 


I WE NOW RELATE HOW HARRY WYCROFF CAME IN FATEFUL POSSESSION OF THE “POLICEMAN'S .32".. 


IT WAS ALWAYS THE SAME. THE ALOOF LION. 
TEASED BY CUBS; THE LION HUNGERS; THE 
LION CHASES; THE LION LEISURELY EATS HIS 
SLENDER FREY (ALWAYS ANTHROPOMORPHIZED 
LIRE AUDREY HEPBURN); THE LION LEAVES THE 
CARCASS TO THE VULTURES AND HYENAS; 


THE LION NAPS. 


HARRY 

WAS WATCHING A 
WILDLIFE DOCUMENTARY 
ON TV. A CHEETAH WAS 
CHASINGAGAZELLE. 
THE CHEETAH HAD A 
SMALL HEART; BYTHE 
TIMEHECAUGHTTHE I 


GAZELLE. HE WAS TOO TIRED TO EVEN EAT. 


ITD BEEN A WHILE SINCE HARRY HAD SEEN A 
NATURE SHOW. WHEN HE WAS A BOY. THEY WERE 
NEVER HIS FAVORITES. 


TO EAT SOMETHING RAW— TO TARE A 
RUNNING THING DOWN AND DEVOUR IT— 
THAT BLEW YOUNG HARRY'S MIND. 
REAL VELD PORN. 


HARRY CHANGED CHANNELS TO ONE OF 
THOSE PROGRAMS THAT SHOW 
VIDEOTAPES OF LIQUOR STORE CLERRS 
GETTING “POPPED. - HIGH-GRADE REALITY. 


THERE WAS SOMETHING ELSE YOUNG 
HARRY DIDNT LIRE; MOVIES WHERE 
CHARACTERS DIDNT BELIEVE SOMEONE 
WHO WAS TELLING THE TRUTH. HE ALWAYS 
FOUND THAT DIFFICULT TO WATCH. 


HE ALSO FLINCHED AT MOVIES ABOUT 
SNARES. AS A BOY, HE’D SEEN 
COUNTLESS HOURS OF FILM DEPICTING 
SNARES SWALLOWING ANIMALS MANY 
TIMES THEIR SIZE. NOW HE THOUGHT IT 
STRANGE. WHY DID THE SCHOOLS FEEL 
SO COMPELLED? 


SOME COPS WERE ARRESTING 
TRANSIENTS. THEY WERE FISHING THEM 
OUT FROM A FREEWAY UNDERPASS. THE 
TRANSIENTS HAD EMBARRASSED SMILES 
— MAYBE IT WAS THE CAMERAS. OR 
MAYBE THEY WERE JUST LOADED. 


IT WAS ALWAYS WORSE WHEN THAT 
SOMEONE WAS A LITTLE BOY. LIRE IN 
INVADERS FROM MARS. 


THEN HE WENT TO THE TRUNR OF THE 
PATROL CAR AND CLUMSILY OPENED A 
FIRST-AID BOX THE COP REPT SQUEEZING 
THE FINGER SO IT BLED, LIRE HE WAS 
SQUEEZING OUT THE AIDS. ONE OF THE 
DEPUTIES THOUGHT THAT WAS A 
GOOD IDEA 


THE WEIRD THING WAS. IN ALL THESE 
SHOWS HARRYD NEVER ONCE SEEN A 
SUSPECT SHOUT, “TURN ITOFFI” 


THE COP PROVIDED A FOLRSY, COCRSURE 
COMMENTARY FOR THE CAMERAS DURING 
THE BUST. HE SAID THE TRANSIENTS WERE 
ON “TAR HEROIN.” HE SEEMED TO HAVE 
BUSTED THE SMILING ONE BEFORE; RNEW 
HIM BY NAME. HE WAS GOING THROUGH 
THE ARRESTEE’S POCRETS WHEN IT 
HAPPENED — HE GOT STUCR. 


BACR AT THE STATION. HE GOT ON THE 
PHONE WITH THE HOSPITAL AND TALRED TO 
A DOCTOR. AFTER A PAUSE, THE COP SAID. 
‘YOU’VE MADE ME FEEL A WHOLE LOT 
BETTER." WHEN HE GOT OFF THE PHONE, 
HE SAID THE DOCTOR TOLD HIM THE 
CHANCES OF GETTING AIDS WERE ONLY 
ABOUT ONE IN TWO HUNDRED. 


THE COP 
STAYED 
COOL FOR 
THE 

CAMERAS. 
ALL HE DID 
WAS SAY, A 
LITTLE 
GRUFFLY: 

“HOPE 
YOU’RE NOT 
HIV.” 







































































PETER WANTED HARRY TO MEET HIM AT 
THE BEVERLY HILLS HOTEL. HE SAID HE 
HAD SOMETHING FOR HIM. 


ATTHATPOINT. THE PHONE RANG. SO 
HARRY TURNED DOWN THE SOUND. IT WAS 
PETER, THE MAPS TO THE STARS BOY. 


THE NEXT SHOW 
WAS AN 
EMERGENCY- 
RESCUE TYPE. A 
WOMAN WAS 
THREATENING TO 
JUMP OFF A 
BUILDING. A COP 
SLOWLY HANDED 
HER A CUP OF 
WATER. AND 
WHEN SHE WENT 
FOR IT A BUNCH 
OF OTHER COPS 
POUNCEDONHER 
AND PULLED HER 
IN WHILE SHE 
TRIED TO BREAK 
FREE SO SHE 
COULD JUMP. 


WHILE HARRY LISTENED. HE WATCHED THE 
SOUNDLESS IMAGE; THEY WERE DOING A 
FOLLOW-UP ON THE FAILED SUICIDE- 
THREE MONTHS LATER. SHE WAS ALL 
DRESSED UP LIRE A SUCCESSFUL 
BUSINESSWOMAN. HARRY WISHED HE 
KNEW WHAT SHE WAS SAYING. 


eivo 


THE HOTEL HAD BEEN CLOSED SINCE 
DECEMBER FOR REMODELING—THE 
PAPERS SAID IT WAS GOING TO TARE 


PETER HAD BROREN INTO A ROOM—THE 
BUNGALOW WHERE COTY WYCROFF WAS 
CONCEIVED. 


~ THERE'S A BUDDHIST PRAYER—THEY 
SAY IT AT MEALTIMES; “PRAY THAT THOSE 
THAT EAT. THE THINGS THAT ARE EATEN. 

AND THE ACTUAL EATING SHALL BE 
^ UNIVERSALLY DEVOID OF SELF.’ 


THAT'S HOW THIS HAS TO BE DONE, 
HARRY. OR YOU’LL NEVER MARE IT—YOU'LL 
.NEVER BREAR THE BONDS OF THIS EARTH. 


X3AV 


HE HANDED HARRY THE GUN. IT WAS 
WRAPPED IN ONE OF HIS MAPS. 


THE MAP WAS MARRED, WITH ONE OF THE 
HOUSES CIRCLED IN INR. 


PRAY THAT THOSE THAT EAT, 
THE THINGS THAT ARE EATEN, AND 
THE ACWAL EATING SHALL BE 
^UNIVERSALLY DEVOID OF SELF. 


HARRY WYCROFFS JOURNEY WOULD END— 
AND BEGIN—AT THE HOUSE ON BELLAGIO 
ROAD. 


TO SE CONTINUED. 
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IT WAS EASY ONCE HE GOT INSIDE—HARRY 
KNEW THE HOUSE WELL. IT WAS WHERE HE’D 
AWAKENED A MILLENIUM AGO. THE MORNING 
AFTER HIS POOLSIDE “SEND-OFF”; THE PLACE 
HE'D MET HIS OLD LOVER, RANDA... 


ON THE MAP, BENEATH 

THE CIRCLED HOME ON 
BELLAGIO ROAD. PETER 
HAD WRITTEN THE DATE 
AND TIME OF AN AIDS 
FUNDRAISER BEING 
THROWN BY SENATOR 
KREUTZERAT 
SYNTHIOTICS HOUSE. 


SECURITY 
THOUGHT 
HARRY 
WAS WITH 
THE 


THE PLACE HIS WIFE CAME TO TELL HIM 




NOT LEARY AGAIN— I’M TELLING YOU. HE'g' 
GOT ONE FOOT IN THE RAVE. . 


DURING THIS SORT OF FUNCTION, THE 
SENATOR USUALLY RETIRED TO THE 
BEDROOM FOR A FIX _ 


HE KNEW THE SENATOR’S ROUTINE FROM 
YEARS AGO. HE MADE HIS WAY UPSTAIRS.. 


^HIMANC^ 
BURROUGHS. 
WHY THE HELL 
DON’T THEY 
DROP DEAD 
fesALREADYTjl 


HE WOULD WAIT IN THE MASTER BEDROOM 
FOR THE SENATOR TO COME. 


THE CLOSET SMELLED OF MOTHBALLS 
AND MADNESS. AS HIS THOUGHTS TURNED 
TO BETH, HARRY WAS OVERTAKEN BY AN 
INCONSOLABLE SADNESS. IT WASNT 
FOR HIS CHILDREN HE MOURNED; IT WAS 
FOR HIS WIFE. 


THE TALE WAS OF A MAN ON HIS WEDDING 
NIGHT. WHILE HIS BRIDE WAITED. THE 
GROOM WENT TO RELIEVE HIMSELF—AND 
WAS SNATCHED AWAY BY A DEMON. 


FOR TWENTY YEARS. THE GROOM TRIED TO 
MAKE HIS WAY BACK BUT WAS THWARTED 
AGAIN AND AGAIN BY CIRCUMSTANCE. 




HE WAS FINALLY HUNTED DOWN BYTHE j 
BRIDE’S FATHER REALIZING THE TRICK FATeI 
HAD PLAYED. THE FATHER-IN-LAW I 
DRUGGED THE UNFORTUNATE MAN AND I 
BROUGHT HIM HOME IN A TRUNK. 


HE PASSED THE TIME REMEMBERING A 
BEAUTIFUL OLD ARABIAN TALE. HE COULD 
HEAR HIS GRANDFATHER’S SONOROUS 
VOICE AGAIN IN HIS EAR... 















































AND SO THE HOUSE WAS REBUILT AND 


WHEN HE AWAKENED FROM HIS STUPOR, 
THE GROOM STUMBLED GROGGILYTO 
THE BEDROOM. 


RESTORED TO ITS EXACT STATE—EVEN 
THE SMALLEST BITS OF BRIC-A-BRAC 


YOU TOOK SO LONG: 
I WAS BEGINNING 
TO WORRY. DID YOU 
FALL ASLEEP IN 
THERE? J 


THE STILL-DRUGGED GROOM WAS PLACED 
IN THE SAME SPOT HE WAS EMPTYING 
HIMSELF WHEN THE JINNI ABDUCTED HIM; 
HIS BRIDE, TWENTY YEARS OLDER HERSELF. 

AWAITED HIM IN THE BEDROOM—AS AN 
ACTRESS POISED UPON A COUCH, ONSTAGE. 


SHE LOOKED AS BEAUTIFUL TO HIM, 
AND AS YOUNG. AS EVER. HE HAPPILY 
SHOOK OFF THE STRANGE “VISION” 
OF HIS LOST YEARS, AND THEY 
CONSUMMATED THEIR MARRIAGE. 


THE STORY HAD ALWAYS STAYED WITH HIM 
HARRYS THOUGHTS THEN TURNED TO HIS 
CHILDREN; THOSE MUSINGSWERE 
INTERRUPTED BY THE ARRIVAL OF THE 
HONORABLE MR. KREUTZER. 


r HELLO ^ 
i MUST BE GOING... 
I’M GLAD I CAME 
BUTJUSTTHE 
SAME I MUST BE 
k GOING — Y 


KREUTZER RETRIEVED HIS “OUTFIT.' 
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r TW- WHYHAVENTYOU^^^M 
Bik STAYED IN TOUCHT^^^H 

THE END WAS ANT1CLIMACT1C. HARRY ■ 
DIDNT USE THE GUN. HE POUNDED THE 1 
SENATOR’S STOMACH WITH ALL HIS ■ 

STRENGTH FOR FIVE FULL MINUTES. HE 1 
THOUGHT OF HOUDINI WHILE HE WORKED; 1 
KILLING ME SOFTLY WITH HIS SONG WENT 1 
DUMBLY THROUGH HIS HEAD, THEN A 1 
SIMPLER MANTRA; “PATRIOTIC GORE." ■ 
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HE KNEW KREUTZER WAS PROBABLY DEAD 1 
AFTER THE THIRD MINUTE. HARRY EMPTIED H 
THE VIAL OF MIMEZINE INTO HIS OWN HIP. H 


1 OF COURSE. THE WEDDING HOUSE HAD H 
I LONG BEEN RAZED SO ITS PRESENCE ■ 
■WOULDNT MOCK THE JILTED BRIDE. BUT THE* 
HFATHER-IN-LAW HAD RETAINED METICULOUSM 
PLANS AND DETAILS... 

1 
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HIS SON MET HIM AS HE CAME FROM THE 

I HOUSE. DEIRDRE WAS THERE TOO. PETER 
SAID HE WAS GLAD HARRY DIDNT USE THE 
SUN. THAT IT WAS ONLY MEANT TO BE USED 
ON HIMSELF IF HE’D BEEN CAUGHT. 


BUT IT WAS TOO LATE FOR HARRY 
WYCKOFF. HE WAS NO LONGER THERE. 
AT LEAST IN MIND. 


PETER QUICKLY LED THEM TO AN EMPTY 
POOL. AS THEY DESCENDED THE STEPS, IT 
BEGAN TO RAIN AND HARRY HEARD THE 
WAIL OF SIRENS. HE FELT WOOZY. 


r DADDY. DONT^ 
GO AWAY! 
l PLEASE, DADDY j 
PLEASE! -A 


DADDY. DONT 
GO! WE LOVE 
^ YOU! 


DADDY. YOUR 
CLOTHESARE 
. RED. 


HER. PETER GO 
FARAWAY—^ 


HE WAS IN THE CONFINES OF A TRUNK— 

a louis vuitton, to be exact, the 

FAMOUS ONE STOKOWSKI USED TO LUG 
FROM CITY TO CITY. THE ONE HARRYD ONCE 
SEEN IN THE WINDOW OF AN ELEGANT 
SHOP IN MANHATTAN. 


IT WAS THE FIRST TIME HARRYD EVER 
HEARD HER SPEAK. HE KNEW HE 
HAD ABOUT TWENTY MINUTES BEFORE 
THE DRUG ACTED. 


IHBHB 


HARRY AWAKENED, AS DID THE ARABIAN 
GROOM, IN THE BATHROOM OF THE 
OLD HOUSE. HE LOOKED INTOTHE MIRROR, 
BUT HADNT AGED MUCH. A 
FAMILIAR VOICE CALLED TO HIM... 


BETH WAS IN THE BEDROOM. SHE LOOKED 
RADIANT AND NEW. SHE LOOKED IN HIS 
EYES AND SMILED. 


I LOVE YOU, BETH. I ALWAYS 
HAVE AND I ALWAYS WILL. I’M SORRY 
IF IVE--IFI LET YOU DOWN. 


I WAS GETTING 
WORRIED. YOU FALL 
ASLEEP IN THERE?. 


HARRY? 


WHAT’S ' 
GOT INTO 
v YOU?V 


GOODBYE/ 
DADDY, j 


THE MARRIAGE WAS CONSUMMATED ONE 
LAST TIME. HARRY WYCKOFFS FINAL 
EXHALATION THREW STARS AND ASTEROIDS 
INTO THE WOMB OF HIS BELOVED. 
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THEY 5AID THE REVOLUTION WOULDN’T BE TELEVISED. THEY WERE WRONG. 

The author of Force Majeure brings us another view of Hollywood... 

It’s 2007. Harry Wyckoff is a lawyer who gets sucked into the secret society of Wild Palms - a cabal of fascist 
thugs and virtual reality visionaries led by the charismatic Senator Anton ‘Tony’ Kreutzer. Kreutzer wishes 
to control the minds of his followers (“New Realists”) and the destiny of the world through drugs (Mimezine), 
religion (Synthiotics) - and television. Harry Wyckoff must fight for the life of his mind as he’s flung 
into a nightmare of smoke and funhouse mirrors; his struggle can only lead to tragedy...or transcendence. 

In this brave new world, interactive sitcoms commune with death squads, Japanese mythology 
and Brian Wilson: nothing is real. 



Here, collected for the first time, is the cartoon strip from Details magazine that inspired the eponymous 
critically acclaimed television series that rocked the foundations of the cult of the cathode ray. 

“The television event of the year...electrifying.” 

SUNPAY TIMES 

“A wake-up call of aggressive and unbridled creativity that 
takes TV’s yarn-spinning capabilities to a higher, stranger place.” 

USA TODAY 

“Wild Palms achieves the coherence of a restless cyber-yuppie's dream journal... 
Wild Palms has the courage to push TV post-modernism beyond Lynch’s 
secret handshakes or MTVs depthless flash to a techno-ontological 
engagement of the medium’s own nascent 
^ % future as a virtual reality.” 

f THE VILLAGE VOICE 

Rich and insinuating...the character names alone 
will one day inspire doctoral theses. 

Wild Palms happens to be terrific.” 

NEW YORK TIMES 

“Immensely entertaining...a Malleus 
Maleficarum of gaudy paranoias.” 

NEW YORK MAGAZINE 


‘In its length, scope, sweeping visual tableaux, 
and over-the-top passion. Wild Palms is 
more like an opera than a TV show.” 
ENTERTAINMENT WEEKLY 

“A total original. Just as daring as 
and perhaps even more demanding 
than Twin Peaks.” 

TIME MAGAZINE 
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